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TO THE 
QUEEN. 


PNA IT me to lay at the foot of Your Throne this Volume, 
which is an attempt to tranſlate from Your NATIVE LAN- 
GUAGE a work deſcrvedly admired. I am ſenſible it is but a 
f int repreſentation of the glowing beauties of the excellent origi- 
nal: ve: I flatter myſelt 1 have, in ſome meaſure, preſerved the 
14 -as, clpecially thote which fill and warm the heart with the love 
ot yirtu2. On this account, and on this only, I preſume to hope 
for Your MajzsTY'S favourable acceptance of this work. 

Placed by the hand ot Providence at an humble diſtance from 
the Great, my cares and pleaſures are concentred within the nar- 
row limits of my little family, and it is in order to contribute to 
the ſupport and education or my children, I have taken up the 
pen. Your MAJESTY'S patronage will undoubtedly inſure my 
lucceſs ; but I am tar from hoping that you, Madam, will give 
Your Royal Samction to a performance that has no other merit to 
plend than the ill-judged though affectionate induſtry of a fond 
mo her. If I have attempted a taik tor which nature never de- 
ſigned me, it is juſt chat diſappointment ſhould teach me humility 
and witlom, and I bow, without repining, to the ſtroke. 

May you, Madam, ever ſcel the delight of giving joy to a 
brave and loyal people! May Your exemplary virtues, united 
with tote or our beloved Sovereign, put wickedneſs to thame, 
an terce vice to hide its head! May all ranks, influenced by 
Roval Precgdent, and the manners ot Your Court, grow 2ſhamed 
*f licentioutnets, inhumanity, profancneſs, and diſſipation. May 
tus imcere gratitude and love of a reformed, united, and happy 
pL0p.c, render valuable the fplendour of Your public ſtation: 
hilt domettic peace, conjugal felicity, and maternal love, fill 
Win tranquil delight Your more retired hours. May you ſee, 
wich traniport, the rifing virtues of a numerous Progeny : May 
You, Madam, to vie the patriarchal language of my Author--- 
Ni you, full o days, and full of glory, after having beheld 
Your Children's Children flouriſh round You, late, very late, 
an an carthly crown, to receive an everlaſting diadem in the 
realins ot blils and immortality, Theſe are the ardent with of, 

MavaMs 
Yours and His MiaJesTyY's 
et dutitul, moſt devoted, 
And moſt obedient, 
Subject and Servant, 


— 


A 2 MARY COLLYER. 


* 
rel 


THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 


NOW venture on a more ſublime ſubje& than has hitherte 
employed my pen, from a defire of knowing whether my abi- 
liti « will bear a farther trial. This is a curioſity which ought to 
influence eve: y man. The public are too apt to diſcourage a young 
oet who has tucceeded in one branch of poetry, and are for con- 
ning him to chat o. ly in which he has been once ſucceſsful, as his 
ne f lus ultra; as if chat alone was the very thing in which he could 
ſhew the whole ſtrength of his genius, when, perhaps, ſome ex- 
ternal circurr tance, or a mere accident, rather than any particu- 
lar impulſe, determined his choice. | 

Though a poet who attempts the ſublimer parts of poetry were 
not enti:l d to regard from the public, he would find himſelf 
a aply rewarded in the happy execution of his voluntary taſk. To 
revolve a vaſt variety oÞthings, to trace the motives of actions to 
their original ſource, to draw characters, and through intricate 
occurrences gradually to open intereſting events, is attended with 
a thouſard pleaſures. Nature is tohim an inexhauſtible magazine, 
whence true genius collects every material that can embelliſh his 
favourite object: then is the whole mind in action, and talents are 
awakened which would very probably o: herwiſe have lain dormant 
and unknown. 

But it will be ſaid, at this rate, we ſhall have nothing to read but 
epic poems and tragedies. 'T hey who are apprehenſive of ſuch a 
mis fortune ſhould know, that when I fay ſuch compoſitions will 
give grexter and more various pleatures than little pieces to the 

et, I mean, it will alſo be the ſame with the reader. Hoe ver, few 
— leiſure or inclination for large performances : moſt men are 
taken up with occupations of a different nature; many will chuſe 
to pay their addreſſes to a lets coy miſtrets than the epic muſe ; 
and I dare propheſy we ſhall never be without maſter-pieces in 
every branch of poetry. Far be it from me to depreciate the light 
and ſportive wks of fancy ; for though I wiſh tor more Homers, 
I yet thirk A ſop and Anacreon cannot be tco much admired. 

Some wi lb aſtomiſhed, ard others offended, that I have taken 
for my ſubject a Scripture Hiſtory. I he latter, 1 will fuppoſe, 
are Les advanced in years, and have, by being immerſed in 
buſineſo, and the ardurus taſk of growing rich, been prevented 
from looking into new books : theſ- have a zeal for the honour 
of their reli: ion, and retain all the prejudices they imbibed in theic 
youth ag41:f poetry, having drawn their knowl: dge ot that divine 
art from ſpecimens, which, a very few excepted, are neither 
worthy to be known or velued. A poet, in the times of their 
youth, wis eſteemed, even by ſenſible Germans, only as a droll 
fellow, a kind of buffoon. But :0 thuſe who have peruſed the 
Bible with ſo little ſenſe of its beauties, as to make 4 fin of this 

| undertaking 
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v lertaking, I have nothing to ſay; they muſt be void cf taſte, 
and to reaſon with them would be as ridiculous asto carry a lantern 

fare the blind. It is to thofe who are capable of reſicction I 
would now addreſs myſelf. I would with thele to obſerve that the 
works which made poets be confidered in a contemptible light, 
were wrote in an age when poetry was in its wrerched declenuon, 
and far from its original and genuine digni:y. It has always been 
in the retinue of religion, and is of no 1mall ſervice to it, being 
tie molt energetic method of conveying ientiments of virtue and 
devotion. It affords 2 noble delight to the underſtanding z ic 
imoroves the heart, and excites towhiatever is vi:cuous and praile- 
worthy. But to anſwer thete ſalutary purpoies, even wnen it re- 
laxes ind ſports, its wit mult be decent and pure, and have a 
tendency o create a contempt for ribal dry and protaneneſs. Poetry 
of the looſe kind I deſpiſe and deteſt from my very ſoul. 

Under the conduct of prudevce, virtue, and goud manners, 
poetry may be allowed to tak? its ſubject from the great truths of 
or holy religion. What can be more proper for the exerciſe of 
genius than the ſacrea hiſtory ? As Chriſtians, we aſſent to its 
truth; as Chriſtians, we are all equally concerned in its important 
events. The poet, if he has the art or Illuſtrating the characters 
he dr us from divine hiſtory with what is probable and pleaiing, 
and pl icing them in an inſtructive view, will have an opportunity 
of conveying in che cleareſt an] moſt ſtriking manner, the ſalu- 
tary influence of religion and piety into the hearts of all claſſes of 
men, 4d will be read with pleaſure by people in every ſituation . 
It this be attempted by a head unequal to the taſk, ſuch compo- 
fitions, 1 allow, may do more harm than good; but is not this 
equally the calc with all injudicious expoſitions. 

This liberty wich che ſacred hiſtory has been uſed in all nations; 
and among us, even at the ime of the Reformation, none took. 
umbrage at the dramatic pieces taken from the Scriptures : theſe 
verre publicly allowed, thouga cher principal merit was the good 
intent ion of their authors, the poetry being rar. from elegant. 

Put a new objector ſtarts up, and criæs, At this race the Bible 
will become a inere fable. I would aſk him if this has been the 
fate ot profane hiſtory ? Homer and Virgil took the ſubj:& of 
their poems from ancient hiftory ; but who ever thought of adjuſt- 
ng thole hiſtories by their poems? or whoever, in reading their 

vorks, imagined them to be hiſtorians, or conſidered them in 
ay 0 her light than as poets ? | 

There is yet another numerous claſs of people to whom I mutt 
Piy my court: thele are they who are too exceſſively polite to re- 
li heroes who have a fenl: of piety 3 who talk of religion, who 
are ierlous, and affect neicher raillery nor wit. Characters drawn 
tom thot- exhibiged in the days of thinking, mutt make a ſhange 
app<uAnc o nele lons of tahion. Such manners; ſuch con- 
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verſation. To them my heroes will appear as odd creabures as 
thoſe of Homer did to the French, who were cffended that they 
were not Frenchmen. To theſe ſlaves of mode I would whiſper it 
as a ſecret, that, being myſelf young, and, like them, fond of 
applauſe, I will, in order to obtain their ſuffrages, which are of 
mighty import. ce to my happineſs, give this ſubje a ne dreſs. 
Iwill introduce an amorous intrigue; for what is an epic poem 
without a love adventure? Abelſhall be a languiſhing petit maitre; 
Cn a rough captain of the Coſſacks; and nothing ſhall come 
from the lips of Adam, that is not in character from an hoary 
Frenchman, hackneyed in the ways of the world. 


— ——i—⅛—— _ — 
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THE work from which this is attempted is wrote by Mr. Geſſner, 

of Zurich, in Switlertnd. The rapidity of the ſale does 
honour to the taite of the Swiſs and the Germans, it having pat- 
ſed through three editions in one year. 

The ſubject is the Death of Abel, which is the moſt remarkable 
event recorded in the ſacred hiſtory from th fall to the dcluge, 
The poct has had the art to intereſt us in the diſtreſſes of our firſt 
parents ard their immediate defcendants, by the lively and affect- 
ing manner in which he manages the paſſions, and by the graces 
and truth he throws into his paintings, while he deſcribes the 
ſimple manners of the firſt inhabitants of the earth. 

All our author's works, of which this is the firſt that has been 
tranſlated into Engliſh, are wrote in a kind of logſe poctry, un- 
ſhackled by the tagging of rhimes, or counting of 11, !1:bles. This 
method of writing ſcems perfectly ſuited to the German language, 
and is of a middle ſpecies between verſe and proſe z it has the 
beauties of the firſt, with the eaſe of the Iaft. It is not, how- 
ever, peculiar to Mr. Geſſner; for in this manner the great Fe- 
nelun wrote his Jelemachus. | | 

Ot this attumpt 1 am nut qualified to ſpeak : were I to decry it, 
I ſhould be deemed guilty of affeQtation + if fincere, I ſhould be 
eertainly arrogant and rude in offering itto the public, and to praiſe 
it would be preſumption. Put I will venture to ſay, that I flutter 
myſelt my copy has eſcaped any glaring deformity, though it may 
want mary ot the mc inimitable graces of the charming original, 
That piirter mu ft inde: d be a dauber, who could make a difa- 
greeable picture, while he attempted to copy a Raphael or a li- 
tian. Such as it is, T love it to the candour of the reader, belicy- 
ing that, notwithitanding the loud cry of univerſal depravity, no 
ont will, withour juſt cauſe, and in mere wantonneſ; of cruelty, 
condemn the ofidudus efforts of a female pen. THE 


las, 2... 3 £8... EB, 4 


LO w. 


THE 
DEATH OF ABEL. 
BOOK I. 


" TENCEFORTH repoſe in ſilence, thou ſoft pipe; no 
more I render thee vocal, no more I chant the ſim- 

ple manners of the ruſtic twain. Fain would I raiſe my 
voice to bolder ſtrains, and in harmonious lays rehearſe 
the adventures of our primeval parents, atter their dreadful 
fall. Fain would I celebrate him, who, ſacrificed by a 
brother's fury, his duſt firſt mingled with the earth. 
Come, thou noble Enthuſtaſm ! that warmeſt and filleſt 
the mind of the rapt poet, who, during the filent hours 
of night contemplate in the gloom of the thick grove, or 
at the fide of a clear ſtream glimmering with the moon's 
pale lamp; when ſeized by a divine tranſport, Imagina- 
tion takes her flight, and with bold wing traverſing the 
region of created ſubllances. penetrates into the diſtant 
empire of Poſſibilities, diſcovering with clear view the 
marvellous that captivates,and the beautitul that enchants, 


Loaded with treaſure, ſhe returns to arrange and conſtruct 


her various materials. Taught by reaſon to chooſe and 
rejcd, ſhe, with a wile ceconomy, admits only what forms 
harmonious relations. Delighted employment! Laud- 
able conſtancy! I honour the bard, who, to excite 
ſentiments of virtue in the yielding heart, watches the 
nocturnal long of the graſhopper till the riſing of the morn- 
ing tar, Potterity will crown the urn of a poet, who 
coniccrates his talents to virtue and to innocence : his 
name ſhall not be forgot; his reputation ſhall bloom with 
untadin' verdure; while the trophies of the proud conque- 
ror ſhall moulder in the duſt, and the ſuperb mauſoleum 
of the tyrant ſhall ſtand unknown in the midſt of a defart, 
where human feet have made no path. Few, it is true, 
who have ventured on theſe noble ſubjects, have received 
rom nature the gitt of ſinging well; but the atttempt is 
| laudable ; 


8 THE DEATH OF ABEL. | 
Iaudable : to it I conſecrate all my moments of leiture, 
and all wy ſolitary walks. 

Tue tranquil hours kad juſt given Aurora the tint of 
the role, and diipelled the vapours of the night that had 
hovered over the ſhadowy earth, while the zun, beginning 
to dart his firit rays behind the black cedars of tlie 
mountains, tinged with radiant purple the hali-enlightened 
clouds, when Abel and his beloved Thirza leit their 
leafy couch, and repaired toa neighbouring bower, com- 
poſed of interwoven jcilumine and roſes. The ten iert 
love and the pureſt virtue ſhone with mildeſt beams in the 
fine blue eyes of T hirza, and gave attractive graces tothe 
cai nation of her checks; while her fair locks, waving in 
ringlets on her ſnowy neck, and hanging with becoming 
negligence down her back, added to the beauty ot her 
fine and delicate form. Thus ſhe walked by the fide of 
Abel, whole high forehead was ſhaded with ringlets of 
the paleſt brown, reaching no lower than his ſhoulders. 
An air of thought an refed on. was agrecably mixed 
with the ſweet ſerenity of his looks, and he nioved with 
the eaſy grace of an angel, wav, charged with the gracious 
beheſts of the Moit High, becomes viſible to the enrap- 
tured ſaint in an human form; but the veil he aſiumes is 
of ſuch raviſking beauty, that through it ſhines the angel. 
Tuirza, with a look of atiction, and à tender ſmile, 
cried -“ Omy love! now the birds awake, and begin to 
chant their morning ſong, let me hear the hymn you yet- 
terday jung, in theie ſting paſtures: let me join allo in 


the rapturcus employment ot praiſing the Lord. The. 


melody ot thy lips inipires my heart with an holy tranſport, 
and nothing can charm me more than to hear thee utter, 
in proper terms, the ſentations I feel, but am unable to 
expreſs. Abel tenderly embracing her, replied-—* Ny 
lovely Thirza, inſtantly 1 will grant thy requett : I no 
ſooner read thy wiſhes in thine eyes, than, with a lover's 
haſte, I ftrive to fulfil them.“ They then ſcated them- 
ſelves in the fragrant bower, whele entrance was gilded 
by the morning tun, and Abel thus hegan— 

tire, O ſlecp, from every eye! Fly ye hovering 

| dreams! 
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dreams! Reaſon again reſumes her throne; again ſhe 
illumines the mind, as the morning fun enlightens the 
fertile earth. We hail thee, reſplendent fun, who dart- 
eſt thy beams from behind the cedars ; thy friendly rays | 
give light and colour to re-animated nature, and every 
beauty ſmiles with new-born graces. | 

© Retire, O ſleep, from every eye ! Fly ye hovering 
dreams, to the ſhades of night ! Where are now the 
ſhades of night ? They are fled to the caves of the rocks ; 
they wait us in the thick grove; we ſhall find them there, 
and be refreſhed by their coolneſs during the ſultry heat 
of noon, See where the new-born day firſt wakes the 
eagle ; where, on the glittering ſumraits of the rocks, 
and the ſhining ſides ot the mcuntains, the exhalations 
aſcend and mix with the pure air of the morning, as the 
ſmoke of burnt-offerings ariſes from the altar. Thus na- 
ture celebrates the returning light, and pays to nature's 
God the ſacrifice of grateful praiſe. Praiſe Him all 
things that exift; praiſe Him whoſe wiſdom and goodneſs 
produced and preſerves all. Ye ſpringing flowers, ex- 
hale the ſweets He gave you in His praiſe, Ye winged 
inhabitants of the grove, pour forth the warbling of your 
little throats to Him who gave you voice and melody ; 
while the majeſtic lion pays him honour with the terrors 
ot his mouth, and the caverns of the rocks reſound His 
praiſe, Praiſe God, O my foul ! praiſe God the Creator 
and Preſerver. Let the voice of man reach Thy throne, 
O Lord ! before that of thy other creatures. In the grey 
twilight, at the dawn of the morning, while the birds 
and beaſts yet ſleep, may my lolitary ſong find acceptance, 
and invite the reviving creation to praile Thee, the Cre- 
ator and Preſerver. How magnificent are thy works, O 
God]! Wiſdom and goodneſs are ſtamped on all. Where- 
ever I turn my eyes, I perceive the traces of Thy bounty; 
each ſenſe is tranſported, and conveys their infinite 
beauties to my raviſhed mind. O God! weak and trail 
as I am, fain would I attempt Thy praiſe. What in- 
duced Thee, Maker Omnipotent, for ever happy in Thyſelf, 
to call from nothing this gay creation? What induced 
| Thec 


THE DEATH OF ABEL, 

'S Nice, T hou Self-exiſtent, to form man out of the duſt, and 
to give him the breath of life? It was Thine infinite 
goodneſs : Thou gaveſt him being, that thou  mighteſt 
confer on him happineſs. O ſmiling morn ! in thee I 
ſee a lively image of the work of the great Creator, 
When the ſun diſperſes the vapours of the horizon, and 
drives night before his ſteps, all nature revives with re- 
newed lultre. The Almighty poke; Darkneſs fled, and 
Silence heard His voice: He 8 and myriads of 
living creatures emerge trom the teeming earth, fiutter- 
ed in the air with variegate ed plum age, and rendercd the 
aftonithed woods vocal with the praiics of the bene ficent 
Creator. Earth again hears the voice of her Almighty 
Maker : the heav ing clods rite in innumerable ſhapes, and 
burit into new lite and motion. The new. . horſe 
bounds o'er the verdant turf, and neighing takes his 
mane : while the ſtrong lion, inipa- ient to tree himſelt 
from the cumbrous car ch, attempts his firſt roaring. A 
hill teems with life 3 it moves ; it burlts, and from it 
ſtalks the huge unwieldy elephant. Theſe are Thy works, 
O Thou Omuipotent ! Lach morn Thou calleſt Thy 
creatures from llcep, the unage of non-exiſtence; ; they 
awake ſurrounded by Thy bounties, and join unanimous 
to chant Thy pr: aite. The tine w i" come, when Thy 
praile ſhall reſound from every corner of the peopie | 
earth; when 'I hire alt. us ſhall blaze on every hill, aud 
man thall celebrate Tu wondrous works irom the riling 
to the ſeiting day.” | 
Thus 1a ng Abel, ſeated by his beloved Thirza. He 
ceaſed; yet 7 filled with a divine tranſport, ſcemed 
{t1i] to * rs At length, encircling him in her ſnowy 
arms, while her eyes beamed tenderneſs, lic cried . 0 
my love ! the mulic of th * * raiſcs my mind to God. 
Thy endearing care not c protects my tecbler body, 

but under they « direction my li al itlelt takes her tt ight ; 
thou art her guide, amidtt the oh: curitv ot doubt and 
dar knets : : thy wildoind: tip tes the ch Cuds, and curns her 
aſtoniſiment into devout e taly. How often have J, in- 
ſpircd by gratitude, render thanks to Gut Muſt High, 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 11 
for having created me for thee, and thee for me. O my 
love ! unanimous in every wiſh, we were formed to 
bleſs each other.” | 

While ſhe ſpoke, conjugal tenderneſs diffuſed inexpreſ- 
ſible graces on every word and every geſture. Abel re- 
mained ſilent; but his ſoftened look, while he ſnatched 
her to his boſom, and the tear juſt ſtarting from his gliſ- 
tening eye, ſpoke unutterable love. Thus happy was 
man, thus pure his delights. The fruitful earth, re- 
freſhed and fitted him for act ion by her bounties. Con- 
tented with neceſſaries, he aſks ct Heaven only virtue and 
health. Luxury and diſcontent had not yet filled him 
with inſatiable deſires, which inventive of numberleſs 
wants, bury happineis under a load of ſplendid miſeries. 
An union of hearts then formed the nuptial tie. No fear 
of waſting penury, or the frown of a tyrannic parent; 
no low ambition; no want of lands or gold, then kept 
the loft maid from the fond boſom of the youth ſhe loved. 
Theie cares are thy gifts, O Luxury ! | 

Abel and Thirza were ſtill feated, when Adam and 
Eve entered the bower. They had liftened with delight 
to the ſong of Abel, and heard Thirza vent the effuſions 
of her tondneſs. They now tenderly embraced their 
children, while their hearts expanded with parental at- 
tection, and a lively joy glowed on their checks. 

Mahala, Cain's ſpouie, had followed the footiteps of 
her mother, and had been witneſs of the happinels of her 
brother and fifter. Her pure mind was free from Envy, 
balciul paſſion! yet Dejection fat on her countenance, a 
mild Languor appeared in her eyes, Sorrow had faded the 
bloom once ſeen on her now pallid cheek. She had heard 
Thirza expreſs her gratitude to Heaven for having been 
created for Abel, and he tor her. Their mutual tender- 
nals forced tears from her eyes, and ſighs from her 
pained bulom, while {il remembrance drew the compa- 
ion between the two huibands. But foon ſhe wiped 
away the pearly drops, and with a graceful (mile enter- 
ed the hower, where, with curdial affection, the ſaluted 
ler brother and ſiſter, | At 
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At the ſame time Cain, paſſing by the fragrant ſhade, 
had heard Abel's melodious voice, and had beheld his de. 
lighted father tenderly embrace him. At this fight Envy 
fixed her envenom'd ſting in his heart, and he, giving a 
furious look at the bower, cried—* What figns of joy 
are here! What fond careſſes ! I too might ſing, were 
my days, like his, ſpent in idly reclining in the ſhade, 
while the flocks were {porting or cropping the green her- 
bage. But I am not made for ſinging. Rugged labouris 
my inheritance. I hough I turn the glebe, though I break. 
the ſtubborn earth, curſt tor my father's ſin with barrenneſa, 


yet my fatigues meet no ſuch fond rewards. Did my loft 


brother but toil, like me, one day beneath the ſcorching 
ſun, twould ſpoil his muſic ; he'd trill no ſongs. What, 
more embraces! How I hate this effeminate dalliancel 
But, if that fair youth be pleaſed, no matter what I hate.” 
Cain then with haſty ſtep walked on. He had been 
overheard, and his diſcontent had filled the happy tamily 


in the bower with deep concern. Mahala became till 


more pale, and diſſolving in tears, ſunk down by the fide of 
Thirza ; while Eve, reclining on her huſband, lamented 
the obduracy of her firtt-horn.—* O my much-loved pa- 
rents?!” cried Abel, I will follow my unhappy brother: 
I will embrace him, and ſay whatever fraternal love can 
dictate, to engage his affection; I'll try every art of per- 
ſuaſion, to make him forget his anger: I will not leave 
him till he promites to love me. I have ſearched into 
the very bottom of my ſoul, to know by what means 1 


may regain him, and find a way to his heart. Sometimes I 


have kindled his extinguiſhed love ; but, alas! too ſoon the 
gloom returns, and ſullen ſadneſs damps the tacred flame.” 

With troubled look, Adum antwered—* I mytelt, my 
beloved Abel, will go to your brother. Reaſon and paternal 
love ſhall unite their force to combat his obduracy: he 
will not, ſurely, refit the authority and tenderneſs of an 
allied tather.—O Cain, Cain, with what torturing cares 
doſt thou fill my heart! The tumult of tyrannic paſſions 
has chaſed trom my foui every ſentiment of benevolence 
and virtue,—O ſin! tatal tin! terrible is the deſolation 

| thou 
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he u ſpreadeſt in the human breatt. What gloomy pre- 
ſages torture my ſad boſom, when I look through futu- 
rity, and behold thy ravages among my unhappy offspring.“ 
J ans {poke the father of mankind, Griet fat heavy on 
his venerable brow. He lelt the bower, and with haſty 
itep tought his firſt-born. ; 

Cain beheld him coming, and, ceaſing from his labour, 
thus began—* What means this fternels in my father's 
look ? It was with no ſuch air of ſeverity theu cameſt 
to embrace my brother. Why do thine eyes reproach me,” 

Thou wouldſt not, my lon, have read reproach in 
mine eyes,” returned Adam, wert thou not conſcious 
thou deſervedſt it. Ves, Cain, thou deterved reproach, 
and thy offended father is come to thee in all the bitter- 
nels ot grief. 

Without any love, interrupted Cain; that ſenſa- 
tion is reſerved for Abel.” 

With love allo,* reſumed Adam: © Heaven is my 
witnels, 1 love thee with a father's fondneſs. T heſe tears, 
thele inquictudes and anxious cares that agitate me, and 
no letsher who brought thee forth with pain, have their 
wurce in the melt affect jonate love. It is this tender love 
and concern tor thy happineſs, that caits a gloom over 
our days. It is this love that caules the ſilence of the 
nieht to be interrupted by our fighs and lamentations. 


| © Cain, Cain! didit thou love us, it would be thy mot 


turneſt care to dry up our tears; and to diſpel that cloud 
or grief which darkens our days, and fils them with 
herror. Ah! if thou ſtill retaineſt in thy breaſt any re- 
gard for the Omniſcient Creator, to whom the inmott 
receſſes of thine heart are open; if the leaſt ſpark of filial 
love to us, thy parents, ſtill remains in thine obdurate 
toul, 1 conjure thee, by that regard, and that love, to 
reftore tous Cur loſt peace ; reſtore, O my fon! our extin- 
goulrd joy, Nouriſh no lenger againſt thy brother, 


#vaink thy brother who loves thee with a ſincere affection, 
this rotlilvis hatred. He ions to embrace thee. Giadly 
aue he ciear jrom thy mind the tires of ditcontent with 
Which it is over-run. O Cain! thou wert my firſt- born, 
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my heart. Wherefore then is thy foul difquieted > Why 
does Envy dwell in thy boſom, becauſe I rejoice too in 
thy brother ? His refined and exalted piety drew from us 
tears of joy, and we in the ſweet traniport careſſed him. 
The angles, who ſurround us, applaud every good action. 
The Almighty himſelf looks down from heaven's high 
arch, and regards with complacency the gratetul offerings 
of a thankful heart. Wouldſt thou change the invariable 
nature of beauty and goodneſs? This is not in our 
power; and if it were, Cain, how mult we be depraved, 
before we could wiſh to withſtand the noble joy, the 
tender, the exquyſite feelings, that high-raifed devotion 
and exalted virtue create in the enraptured foul! Dark- 
neſs, ſtorms, and the thunders of Heaven, call forth no 
gentle ſmile on the human countenance ; as little do the 
agitations of boiſterous paſſions cauſe joy to ipring up in 
the human heart.” | 
Cain ſternly anſwered—* Is reproach then all that I 
am to hear from a father's lips? It my tace does not 
always wear a pleaſing imile; if tears of tenderneſs do not 
follow each other down my cheek, am I for this to be 
branded with dete ſtable vices ? Burn with more firmnets, 
bold enterprizes and ſevere toils have ever been my choice. 
Nature has famped on my torchead a manly gravity. I 
cannot wecp or imile at every triile. Does the towering 
eagle coo like the timorous dove? | * 
Adam, with majeſtic gravity, returned :—* Thou de- 
ceiveſt taytelt ; thou harboureſt in thy botom horrid ſen- 
timents that will rankle in thine heart, and render thee 
wretched, it they are not ſtifled. O Cain! it is no 


manly gravity that is ſtamped on thy brow ; it is envy, 


ſorrow, and givomy Giicontent. Thete are lecn in thine 
eyes; the dinurbence of thy mind is viſible in thy whole 
deportment. T hine inward defection, O my ton! has 
* 2 1! i v £ - 20 
ſpread a cloud over al] thy proſpects. Hence arite thy 
continual murmurs, thy pecviſhmcis and paiſion during 
the labours of the dug; hence thy uniocial averſion to 
| | | us ; 


the beginning of my ſtrength. When thine infant eyes 
opened to the light, I beheid thee with all the father in 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 15 
us: hence the black melancholy to which thou art a 
prey. Tell, oh, tell thine affectionate father what will 
give thee eaſe! It is his ardent wiſh that thy days may 
pa!s ſerene as the vernal morn. What caule hatt thou, 
O Cain, to be diſquieted ? Are not all the ſprings of 
happineſs open to thee ? Indulgent Nature offers to thee 
all her beauties. The good, the uteful, the agreeable, 
are they not thine as well as ours? Why then doſt thou 
Jeave the bleſſings, of Heaven untaſted, and complaineſt 
of wretchedneſs? Is it becauſe thou art diſſatisfied with 
the portion of happineſs the Divine bounty has been 
ple ed to beſtow on fallen man? Is not every bleſſing 
the undeierved gift of infinite Goodnels ? PDoſt thou envy. 
the lot of angels? Know, that the angles were ſuſcep- 
tible of diſcontent, and, by aſpiring to become Gods, for- 
feitedl heaven. Wouldſt thou araign the diſpenſations 


On the Mott High towards his ſintul creatures? While 
the whole creation, in univerial concert, praite the Creator, 


mall guilty man, a worm ſprung from the mud, dare to 
lift up the head, and carp at Him whoſe infinite wiſdom 
regulates the wide expanſe of heaven; to whom all futu- 
rity is preſent, and who, by his unerring providence, can 
cauſe evil to be productive of good? Be cheerful, O my 
ſor! Caſt far from thee this ſadneſs and diſcontent: let 
it no lenger diſturb thy thoughts, no longer throw a 
trightful gloom over the natural ſerenity of thy counte- 
n.uicc, Open thine heart to every ſocial affection, and 
leck with grateful complacency on all the innocent plea- 
zures which Nature diſplays betore thee.” 

What nerd of all theie exhortations!* cried Cain. 
* Do not I know that, was my heart art eaſe, every thin 
arcund me would give me delight ? But can I ſilence the 
ſtorm, or bid the impetuous torrent flow in a placid 
ttream ? I am born of woman, and from my nativity 
w&ntenced to mitery. On my unhappy head the Almighty 
has poured forth the cup of malediction. It is not for 
me Nature ditplays her beauties, nor do the ftreams of 
blits, of which you take ſuch plentiful draughts, flow 


tor mie. » 7 « Alas 
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almoſt inarticulate by his ſtrong emotions and tears, © "tis 
but too true, that the Divine m: edition was pronounced 
on all born of woman: but why, Oh! why ſhouldit 
thou believe that God hath poured on thee, our fir{t-horn, 
more of his wrath, than on us, the firit tranigretlors ? 
No, this is not, this cannot be the cafe : Sovercign good- 
nels contradicts it. No, my dear ſon, thou wert not 
boru for miſery, the beneficent Creator never called any 
of his creatures into being to render them unhaphy. 

Man may, indeed, by his own folly, make him! 
wretched. It he ſuffer his reaſon to yield to wnpetu- 
ous paſſion, ignorant of true felicity, he may render his 
lite a burden, and convert what is naturally good ard 
falutary into a deſtructive poiſon. Thou canſt not filence 
the ſtorm, nor ſtop the rapidity of the torrent; but 
thou canit ditpel the clouds ct diſcontent tha! oafeure 
thy reaſon, and reitore to thy boul its original light. 
'Thou canſt force into tubiettion every impetucus pathun, 
every irregular defire. Gain, O my on! this noble 
victory over thylelt, an it will refine thy tentiments : thy 
whole foul will be lumincs ; ; darknels and diſtrets will 
vaniſh like the milt of the dawn before the tolar iav. There 
was a time, my dear Jon, when I have ten even thee fned 
tears: when, from the gratulations of conicience, juy has 
tpread itlelf through all thy powers; delighttui truit of 
virtuous actions! I retcr it to thyiclt, Cain, wert thou 
not then happy? Was not thy toul, like the clear azure 


of the heavens, unclouded, unſpotted. Recover that 


beam of the Deity, Reaton: let her clear light direct 
thy ſteps, and Virtue, her in! {eparible compunion, will 
reſtore joy and permanent felicity to thy purificcl heart. 
Liſten, O Cain! and comply with the advice of thy fa- 
ther. The firſt injunction that Rezton lays on ther is, 
to embrace thy brother. With what joy will he receive 
_ endearments! with what tendernels will he rectum 
them! 


Father,“ replisd Cain, hen at the heat of noon, 


I reſt trom my labour, I will einbrace him. I cannot 


nor 


2 


Alas! my fon,” laid Adam, with a voice rendered 
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now leave the field. I promiſe I will obey thee, and 
embrace my brother: but, while I breathe, my firm 
joul will never be diſſolvecd to that effeminate weakneſs 
which fo endears him to you, and makes your eyes run 
over with tranſport. To a ſoftneſs like this we all owe 
the curſe denounced againſt us, when, in Paradiſe, you 
weakly ſuffered yourtelt to be overcome by a woman's 
tears, But what do I ſay ? Dare I repro:ich my father? 
No, my venerable parent, I reverence thee, and am filent.” 
Thus ipake Cain, and returned to his labour. 

Adam remained motionleſs, with h:s hands and eyes 
raifed to Heaven. At length, in a tone of deep diſtreſs, 
he cried- O Cain, Cain! I have deſerved thele cutting 
reproaches : but ſhouldſt thou not have ſpared thy father? 
Shouliit thou not have torborne this cruel charge which, 
like a clap of thunder, ſhakes my tortured foul ? Ah, 
me! thus will my lateſt potterity, when, immerſed in 
ſin, they feel the pangs inſeparable from guilt, riſe up 
azaintt my duſt, and curſe the firſt finner.? 

Having thus ſpoke, Adam, with penſive eyes fixed on 
the earth, flowly withdrew. The groans that burſt 
i:om the agitated bolom of the aftiicted father, now 
truck even this obdurate fon with remorſe, and he cried, 
gazing after him—* What a wretch am I! How could 
I repro.ch lo good, fo tender a parent! How have I 
loaded him with grief! I ſtill hear his groans. I fee 
him litt up his ſupplicating hands to Heaven. Perhaps, 
vile as I am, he prays even for me! for me who have 
torn his heart with keen dittrets! Oh, that I too could 
pray! but I am a monfter—Hel} is in my boſom, and, 
ke a ravaging whirlwind, I deitroy the peace of all 
around me. Return, O Reaſon, return! Return, O 
Virtue! Chale from my troubled foul theſe wild and 
darkening palſions 1—Still—ſftill he prays. Oh, how his 
emotions reproach me His claſped hands are again 
rated in agony.—He ſeems ſpent.—{ will at his feet 
N his pardon. O my raſh tongue, my rebellious 
zeart !* 

Cain then ran towards Adam, who was leaning againſt 

B 3 a tree 
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a tree, with his weeping eyes fixed on the ground. He 


threw himſelf on the earth, and cricd “ Forgive me : 


forgive me, O my father | I deſerve thou ſhouldit turn 
from me with abhorrence. I abhor myſelf ; but, while 
I am thus humbled before thee in the duſt—while I thus 
graſp thy knees, deſpiſe not my repentance—delpite not 


my tears. My hardened heart reſiſted thine exhortations 


with a ſullen pride: but, O my injured father! thy dif- 
treſs and thy groans have melted my obdurate foul. A 
beam from Heaven has enlightened my benighted mind. 
With unfeigned {crrow and deep contrition, I tee niy 
tolly—lI fee my guilt—1 know that I am unwortny of 
thy love. Yet, Omy dear and venerable parent! reject 
not theſe penitential tears—reject not the ſincere ſubmiſ- 


ſions of my heart. O my father! I implore pardon of 


God, of thee, and of my brother.” 

© Riſe, my lon, riſe, cricd Adam, affect ionately em- 
bracing him, and railing him to his boſom : © the Mult 
High, who dwelleth in the heavens, beholds with com- 
placency theſe tears of repentance. Embrace me, my 
ton, and receive thy joytul tather's forgiveneſs and cor- 
dial embrace. Blett tine | happy hour! in which my 
fon, my firii born, reſtores our tranquillity. O ry 
child! joy, excels of joy, has weakened all my powers. 
Support me, mv lon, aud let us haiten to thy brother, 
that my ſatistaction may be completed, by beholding 
yuur mutual endcarments.“' 

Adam, leaning on Cain, walked towaris the paſtures. 
Abel, with his mcther and ſiſters, met them in the grove; 
they had tolluwed Adam at a diſtance z they had teen 
his emotions, and, with delight, had beheld the repen- 
tance and trars of Cain. Abel, the moment he law nis 
brother, flew to him with open tums: he claſped them 
around him witha ſtrenuaus graſp, unable for jome time 


to give vent, but from his eyes, to the lwect effulions of 


his heurt. At length be cricl—* O my brother! my 
dear roter! rhou then loveit ine *—!ovett me with tond- 
neſs! Ist me hear thy lis proncunce that thou ſtill 
ovelt me, ad my happinct, ih be cu pictt,— * Yew 
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my brother, anſwered Cain, while he preſſed him with 
a warm embrace, © I do, indeed, ſincerely love thee. May 
T hope thou wilt forgive my having ſo long imbittered 
thy days by my unkindneſs, and the fury of my boiſte- 
rous paſſions? I roo, my brother, was unhappy ; but 
reaſon, like the rapid flaſh of heaven, broke through the 
gloom, and has diſperſed the baleful tempeit. Never, 
Abel, never mayeſt thou remember my former darkneſs !* 
The delighted Abel, with increaſed rapture, replied 
Never my dear Cain! be the paſt utterly forgotten! 
Who would dwell on the diſtreſsful illuſions of a morning 
dream, when they might, like me, awake to real happinels, 
ſurrounded by multiplied delights. O my dear brother! 
words have not power to expreſs my tranſports—to ex- 
preſs the ſweet joy with which my ſoul is filled, while I 
thus preſs thee, my triend! my brother! to my throb- 
bing heart.“ | 
Eve, who had with tender delight beheld this moving 


ſcene, iprang to her ſons, and throwing her maternal 


arms around them both, while delicious tears of joyful 
iympathy ran down her cheeks, cried—* O my ons! 
my dearly beloved children! never did I, ſince I have 


borne the tender name of mother, feel ſuch exquiſte, 


ſuch rapturous ſenſations. The griefs which, like the 
weight of a cumberous mountain, oppreſſed my ſoul, are 
now removed. My heart will no more be torn by the 
unhappy diſagreement of thoſe whom I carried in my 
womb, and nouriſhed with my breaſt. I ſhall now ſee, 
traniported I thail ice, peace and harmony, joy and love, 
dwell among my happy offspring. As the truittul vine 
is bleſied by the thirſty labourer, when retreſhed by its 
delicious fruit, ſo will my now united children bleſs me, 
as the inſtrument of their felicity. Let me, my ſons, 
Join you in this lweet embrace. Let me too, my daugh- 
ters, prels you to my boſom.— With what joy do I par- 
ticipate in this unſpeakable ecſtaſy, viſible in the faces of 
my Jear chiidren, and on that of my much-loved huſ- 
band!“ She then turned towards Adam; her matron 
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lip met his, while conjugal tenderneſs and parental love 
were ſeen blended in her gliſtening eye. | 

The beauteous filters, though tilent, ſhared the gene- 
ral rapture. Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, when diſcugaged 
from her mother's fond embrace, faid, While v vacity 
and joy ſparkled in her altered features Let us, my 
deareſt Thirza, chuſe the fauelt flowers to deck our 
bower, delightful ſeat of peace and happineis! We will 
ſtrip the bending branches ot their luſcious load to form 
the rich repaſt. This day, this happy day, we li con- 
ſecrate to mirth and innocent feſtivity; indulg ing every 
virtuous tranſport, we'll, with united hearts, welcome 
the new · born joy.” She then, with nimb le feet, followed 
by Thirza, ran to prepare the {weet retrcfhing banquct. 

Adam and his {poutc, attended by their ſons, walked 
low ly on. Ere they had reached the bower, the active 
ſiſters had, with laviſh hand, beſpreud the green carpet; 
fruits of various torts offered their juices, while varie- 
gated flowers lent their Ooddurs, and cheared the eye 
with their bright tints. Their tealt was elegant; but 
it was the elegance of nature: no darts of death, hid in 
rich ſauces, ftruck with unholpitabie blow the unthink- 
ing gueſt. Contentment tat on every face; in every cye 
beamed {weet Complacency. Social Converte and un- 
mixed Delight gave rapidity to the flight of Time, WII. 
the unheeded Hours brought on mild Evening. 
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BOOK II. 


HILE the firſt family of the world were in the 
bower, indulging domeſtic bliſs, the father ot 
mankind thus ſpoke.— It is now, my children, you ex- 
perience the delight of felf-approbation. The recol- 
leRion of a good action diffuſes a pleaſing ſerenity through 
the lou]. Nothing, my ſons, nothing but the practice of 
virtue can render us truly happy. Virtue makes us ca- 
pable of the enjoyments of thoſe pure ſpirits who ſurround 
the throne of God. While we follow the dictates of 
reaſon, while we enjoy with gratitude and love the bleſ- 
ſings of nature, and have humble hope and confidence in 
God our Maker, we anticipate the delights of Heaven; 
but if we ſuffer our paſſions to degrade and fubdue us, 
inquietude, diſtreſs and miſery, will darken all our proſ- 
pects: in vain will the heavens ſmile, in vain will the 
truitful earth pour forth her bounties. Believe me, my 
dear children! believe a father, made wiſe by his own 
tatal experience, the joys of fin are followed by ſhame, 
ſorrow, and bitter repentance. O Eve Y continued Adam, 
* once the dear partner of my diſtreſs, as now of happi- 
neſs, could we have thought, when with ſtreaming eyes, 
and hearts torn with anguiſh, we took leave of Paradiſe, 
that ſo much telicity was to be found on earth? Never 


will the horrors of that dreadful hour be effaced from my 


mind.'—* My father, returned Abel, if the recital of 
paſt griefs will not be diſpleaſing; if the recollection will 
not throw a gloom on this hour of reconcilement and 
Joy, gladly would I hear from thee the events of thy life, 
from that fatal moment to the preſent time. 5 
All looked on Adam with the eye of expectation; all 
ſeemed pleaſed with the requeſt of Abel, and the firft of 
men replied—* What, my children, can I refuſe in this 


day of joyful gratulatiun! I will relate to you the prin- 


cipal oecurrences of thoſe times of affliction and grief, 

of conſolation and mercy, when God, even that God 

whom we had offended, deigned to cheer by his promiſes 
| fallen 
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fallen man. Where, O Eve! dear companion in every 
woe and in every delight! ſhall I begin the intereſting 
narrative? Shall it be from our firſt leaving the garden 
of God? But I ſce thy tears already flow. - My tears," 
returned our general mother, © are now thoie of devout 
thank tulne(s and humble love, not the bitter ones ot 
ſhame, ſorrow, av {ad regret. Begin, dear Adam, at 
my taking a laſt look on the torieiccd teat of bliſs. In 
that dreadiul moment, ſhame and remorie tor the pait, 
and agonizing car for the future, raiſet ſuch a conflict 
in my wretched boſom, that 1 ink into thine arms, 
wiſhing for the immediate execution ot threatening 
that was to confound me with my original duit. What 
I then teit, permit me to deſcribe. Thy tendernets tor 
me will, I know, make thee pals tov lightly over the 
melting lcene. 

© The angel of the Lord, on whole countenance ſhone 
benignity and fort compaſſion, was cummulttencd to 
drive us out of Paradiſe. He ſoothed us with gentle ure, 
cheered us with proinites, and bid us hope and put our 
truſt in the clemency of our Ali-mnercitul Creator: but 
the {word in his hand flame terribly. At Even's gate 
he Roppcd. * I guard, faid he, “ this pillage; 10 
more mult enter here aught tht defiles.“ We were 
now travellers on the vaſt carth; Parade wos irretricy- 
ably loit ; the ccuntry we creſted fermed one wide ard 
dreary deſart; no truittul trees, no H e fhrubs, no 
tertile ſpot, checred our tad eycs. Adi heut my hand, 


I frequently caſt deipalzing looks towalds the teat ui 


loſt telicity, not preluming to litt my guiity cyes to the 
victim of my folly, and companion of my milery. 
Sorrow bent his head to the ground, and we waiked on 
diſtreſted and filent. Adam turveyed, with anxious eye, 
the uncuitivated earth, then caſt a pitying look at me, 
and, to ſocthe my over flo ing torrows, gently preſſed me 
to his breaſt, | | | 

Wie had aſcended an high hill, and now going down 
the declivity, every ſtep diminiſhed our view ot Eden: my 


heart was rent with agony, and n. y grief deprived we oi 


notion. 


THE DEATH OF ABEL, 
motion. Now, now,” cried I, ſobbing, ec I behold, 
dor the laſt time, Par adiſe, my native foil : bleſt ſcat of 
ionocence and joy, for the laſt time do I behold thee! Ye 
flowers, once cultivated by my caretul hand, who now 
enjoy your ſweets? what eye is charmed with your bright 
colours? Ye trees, who ſhall now prop your loaded 
branches 2 who now ſhall taſte your rich produce ?—De. 
lighttul bowers ä dear ſhades! no more 
Mall thei: fad eyes behold your verdure, baniſhed for 
ever from your tweet retreats! Twas there, dear part- 
ner of my in and ſname! thou aſked of Heaven a help- 
mate, to dauble and to ſhare thy blits. Alas! thy pray- 
rr was granted, and thine own fide produced thy ruin, 
Gur r Nis ker tormed us pure and ſpotleſs. While inno- 
the happy ipirits, who behold the face of God, 
came with complacency to viſit our bleſt abode : deign- 
«| to inflruct us in our duty; to warn us of our danger. 
hat are we now >...-dreadtul degradation! O Adam! 
ty perfilions wife has involved thee, by her ſeduction, 
n fin and ſorrow. Yet, dear acc mplice, to whom with 
ve I raiſe my pitying eye, do not hate me! Thou hait 
right to curſe me—but, O dear ſpouſe! if I may ſtell 
iu thee by that tender name, ute it not! tor thou art my 
e < lup; ort. By that God whom we have offended, by 
ne cheering prom:fes of his indulgent goodneſs, I con- 
0 thee no! to forlake me! All I requeſt is, that I may 
low and ſerve thee. I will waich thy looks—T will 
ati cipate thy commands; happr, ii my ovedience, my 
ak ler vices, g. ain trom thes a pitying ſinile, a look of 
. compatlion.“ 
Here my ſtrength and voice failed; I was ſinking 
the earth, but my dear huſband caught me in his 
uns, and prefied me, with a look of affection, to his 
Wi, © O foe!” he cried, „ whom L till, and always 
tender, love, let us not heigh ten our keen diſtreſs 
{= TEL. 1, Our God, in the midit of puniſhment, 
emempereckh mercy, He has ſoftened his chaſtiſe- 
it; by his promites. Vered as thele promiſes are in 
ou COUIY, the Divine Goodnels appears with 
tenſible 
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ſenſible radiance, and we will hope in his mercy. We 
will not reproach ourſelves—we will not reproach each 
other. O my deareſt ! had our God only contulted his 


juſt indignation, where ſhould we both have been now? 
We will praiſe him for his goodneſs ; our lips thall bleſg 
his name. Our voice ſhall only be heard in thankigiv- 


ing, humble ſupplications, and expreſſions of endear. 


ment and love. Our Judge is omniſcient ; with him there 
is no darkneſs. He fees the humiliation ot our fouls ; 


he beholds our gratitude, our ſincere contrition : he 


knows our weakneſs, and will accept our feeble ef- 
forts to regain perfection. Embrace me, my deareſt 
wife! Let us, by mutual tenderneſs and acts of kindneſs, 
endeavour to alleviate our calamity.'* Adam ceaied 
ſpeaking. His words and tender careſſes gave cafe to my 
oppreſſed heart, and ſtrength and activity to my en- 


feebled limbs. We proceeded to the bottom of the hill, 


where we found a grove of poplars, which extended to 


the foot of a rock. Eve, then giving ker huſband a 


look of affection, was filent, and Adam thus continued. 

© We advanced, my children, through the grove, and 
found in the rock a cavity that formed a grutto. ** See, 
deareſt Eve,” faid I, „ fee the convenience odered us 5y 
nature: this grotto will afford us ſhelter, and this pure 
ſpring, that murmwing flows from its fide, will lake 
our thirſt. We'll here prepare our lodging: but my 
deareit wite, before we ſlcep, I muſt {ccure the entrance, 


to keep us from being ſurpriſed by nocturnal enemics,.” 


—“ What enemies? returned Eve, with emotion: 
% What enemies have we to fear? —““ Hatt thou not 
remarked, my love,” taid I, that the curic of our fin 
has fallen on the whole creation? The bands ot triendſhip 
ace broken between the animals, and the weak are now 
become the prey of the ſtrong. I have cen a young 
lion purſu: with fatal rage a trighted roe- I have be- 
held a war in the air among the birds. We can no longer 
claim a right to command the animals : the Lootted 
leopard, the brindled lion, and fierce tiger, no more fa en 
on us, nor play their wanton gambols in our fight, but 

; Cult 


a 6a wwas A OA&t 


— 


g. re 200 


* * 


2 44 eee ed 3 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 25 
caſt againſt us frightful roarings, while their blazing 
eyes threaten deſtruction. We will try to gain, by our 
kindneſs, thoſe among the beaſts that are moſt tractable, 
and Providence has given us realon, which will teach us 
to ſecure ourſelves from the moſt ſavage. 

© Eve, with timid looks, keeping me in her fight, 
went to gather flowers and leaves to torm our bed, and 
fruit for our repaſt. In the mean time I ſecured the 
entrance of the grotto with entwined brambles. My 
ſpouſe, haſtened by fear, quickly performed her taſk, and 
returning, reſted herſelt before nie on the tender grals. 

« We toon after entered the grotto, and ſeating our- 
ſelves on our bed of intermingled leaves and flowers, be- 
gan our frugal meal, ſeaſoned, however, with mutual en- 
dearments and gratetul converſe ; when a gloomy cloud 
ſuddenly obicured the deciming fun. It ſpread over our 
heads with increaſing darknels, and the black veil which 
covered the carth, ſeemed to preſuge the deſtruction of all 
nature. A tempeſtuous wind arole; it bellowed in the 
mountains; it overthrew the trees of the foreſt : flames 


darted trom the clouds, and loud burſts of thunder aug- 


mented the horrors of this tremendous ſcene. Eve, 
ſtruck with terror, threw herſelf, ſcarce breathing, into 
my arms, and clinging to my breaſt, cried—-** He 


comes! he comes! in flames he comes to bring the threat- 
ened death ! how dreadtul ! For my fin he comes to give 


death to us, and to all nature! O Adam! O my love! 


© Here her voice failed, and the remained tremb ing and 
pale on my botom.* Be calm my love! I cricd; 


* compole thyſelt! We will with bended knees and con- 
trite hearts adore our God, who, in terrible majeſtys 
comes riding on the clouds. His thunders proclaim his 
approach: the dart ing fires mark his paſſage. O Thou 
Eternal, who with benignity and goodnels tempered the 


inſupportable radiance of Thy dignity, when I firſt came 
from Thy creating hand, Thou art terrible in judgment, 


yet lutter us not to be conſumed by 'Thy wrath ! Deſtroy 
us not, O God! in thy hot diſpleaſure.“ 
* We then proltrated ourtelves at the entrance of the 
grotto 
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grotto, and with pale countenances and trembling lips, 


offered up our adorations, expecting when our awjul 


Judge would from the clouds pronounce by his thunders— 


« Die ye ungrateful ! and let the earth tnat bure you be 
diſſolved by the fire of my indignation.” 

© The clouds now poured forth their torrents: livid 
flames no longer flaſhed from the heavens, and the thun. 
der rolled at a diſtance. I raiſed my head from the ground, 
laying, —** The Almighty, my dear Eve, hath p- alled by. 
He hath not deſtroyed the earth: we are yet permitted to 
live. He hath remembered his promiſcs. Eternal Wil. 
dom, Everlaſting Truth, repenteth not. He will fulfil 
the defions of his mercy; and thy ſeed, O Eve! ſhall 
bruite the head of the (er pent 


© We aroſe, and were comforted. The heavens re- 


ſumed their brightnels, and the letting tun ſprrad a mild 


radiance through the ſky, like the fuminous track we 


uſed to benold in Eden, when legions of angels were car- 


ried above our heads on the fiying clouds. Silence reigned 
over the moiſt fields: the her bage and flowers, (till Llit- 
tering with the drops of Heaven, glowed with more than 
ulual beauty. The departing tun darted on us his laſt 
beams, while we celebrated with reverential awe, and 
thanktul love, the witdom, power, and mercy, ot our 
Creator. | 

© Thus paſied the firſt day after our leaving Paradiſe, 
The ruddy evening gave place to the grey twiligh it, and 
loon the earth was only enlightend by the meon's tecble 
rays. We now, for'the firit time, were chilled by the 
cold of the night, though a 
f:inted under the ardent rays ot the ſcerching jun at nouns 


Our beneficent Maker had conde! cended to Zird our loins 


with the ſkins of beafts, betore our leaving " Pavackide, to 
ſhew that He had not withdrawn from us His ſuccouring 
hand; intheſe we wrapped curlelves, and lying down on 

he appre chad tleep. 


our Icafy bed, han in hand, wilted the; 
Sleep, the reliet of the weir y, at le: ech came ; : but it 


as unaccompanied with that tott ente, that iw cet deliglit, 
Our imag'- 
natiolls 


v. which bleſt our ſlumbers Nice innocent, 


few hours before we had almoſt 
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nations then preſented none but ſmiling and agreeable ima- 
ges: inquictude, fear, and remorſe, did not then Keep us 
waking the tedious hours of darknels, nor mingle in our 
dreams with fantaſtic phantoms. The heavens were how- 
ever calm, and cur reſt was undiſturbed ; but, oh! how 
different trom that delicious night when J led ther, n. y 
ſpouſe, tor the firit time, to the nuptial bower ? : 'The 
flowers 2nd odoritcrous ſhrubs charmed with new wert- 
nels. Nev r was the warbling ot the nightingale fo har- 
monious : never di the pale muon ſhine with ſuch radi- 
ance!— But why do I dwell on unages that awaken my 

rict, nov huliicd to lilence ? BE 

© We ti-pt till the morning fun had dried up the limpid 
deve. When we awoke, we tcund ourt.lves retreihed 
and ntted ior labgur, and enjoyed with delight and gra- 
titude he harmony of the birds, who were celebrating, 
with their twesteſt notes, the renewed light. Their 
number was yet but tmall ; tor there were then no other 
animals on thecarth, but thoſe who, inſtructed by diving 
umſtiact, had, after the tall, fied irom Paradiſe, that the 
garden of the Lord might not be defiled by death. 

© We odere up cur adorations at the entrance of the 
grotto ; atter which I tid to Eve—** We will, my love, 
go tarther, ard view this unmente country: our All. 
mercitul God has given us liberty of choice. We ma 
hx our abode where the earth is melt fertile; where Na- 
ture is muſt protu.c of her beauties. Secit thou, Eve, 
that river, which, like a huge terpent, winds in bright 
llopes through the meadows, The hill on its bank teems, 
at this diſtance, like à garden ſull of trees, and its top is 
covered with verdure.'—* Ny dear ſpouſe, returned 
Eve, prefting my hand to her boium,” “ ſhall follow 
with delight the ſteps of thee, my conductor and guard, 
We will puriyue our walks towards the hill.“ 

We were going on, when we taw, juſt above our 
heads, a bird fly with teeble wings, its icathers were 
rough and ditorderel. it caſt forth plaintive crics, and, 
having fluttered a little in the air, junk down without 
Iitngth among the buthes. Eve went to ſeek it, and 

LY beheld 
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beheld another lie without motion on the graſs, which 


that we had before ſeen ſeemed to lament. My ſpouſe, 


ſtooping over it, examined it with fixed attention, and in 


vain tried to rouſe it from what ſhe believed to be flecp. 
« It will not awake !** © {aid ſhe to me, in a frarful voice, 
laying the bird trom her trembling hand—* It will not 
wake!—[t will never wake more! She then burſt into 
tears, and (peaking to the lifeleſs bird, faidl—** Alas! the 
poor bird that pierced my cars with his cries was perhaps 
thy mate. It is I !—it is I ! unhappy that I am, who 
have brought miſery andggrief on every creature ! for m 

tin thele pretty harmleſs animals are punified.”” © Her 
tears redoubled,* * What an event! © {aid ſhe, turning 
to me.” © How iff and cold it is! it has neither voice 


nor motion; its joints no longer bend: its limbs refuſe 


their office. Speak, Adam, is this death? Ah! it is.— 
How I trembic! An icy cold runs through my bones. 
If the death with which we are threatened is like this, 


how terrible! What, deareſt Adam, would become ot 


me, if, like the teathered mate of this poor bird, I am 


left behind to mourn? Or what of thee, if death tear me 


from my fond arms? Should God create another Eve to fill 
my torteit place in thy loved boſom, ſhe will not cannot 
love like me, thy partner in dittreſs and banifhment !”'— 


© Unable to ſay more, ſhe wept, ſhe ſobbed, and her ex- 


reſſive eyes, tenderly fixed on mine, made my feeling 
— partake her anguiſh. I preſſed her to my breaft; 


kiſſed her cheek, and mixed my tears with her's. Ceaſe, 


deareſt Eve, © I cried.” ©* thete fond complaints. Dry 
up thy tears. Have confidence in the Supreme Being, 
who governs all His creatures by His mfinite wiſclom! 
Though we cannot penetrate into the deſigns of His pro- 
vidence ; ; though His majeſtic tribunal is ſurrounded by 
darkneis; we may rett aſſured, that mercy and love re- 
main near his throne. Why, my love, ſhould we anti- 
cipate misfortunes? Why ſhould we, guided by a glocmy 
imagination, ſeek for them in futurity? Was our reaſon 
given us only to make us wretchec ? Shall we ungratetu!ly 
turn our eyes from the repeated inſtances of the loving 

kindnels 
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kindneſs and tender mercy of our God, at the hazard of 
plunging ourſelves in milery by our blindneſs. It is His 
wiſdom, and His goodneis, that regulate and appoint 
what ſhall befal us. Let us, with humble confidence, 
proceed under his direction, and devoutly acquieſce in 
his appointments, without iccking to know what he hath 
not condeſcended to reveal.“ 

We now advanced to the eminence. Its gentle aſcent 
was almoſt covered with huſhes and fertile ſhrubs. On the 
ſummit, in the midit of fruit trees, grew a lofty cedar, 


whole thick branches formed an extenſive ſhade, which 


was rendered more cool and delighttul by a limpid broox, 
that ran in various windings among the flowers. This 
{pot afforded a proſpect fo immente, that the tight was 
only bounded by the duſty air; the ſæy forming a con- 
cave around us, that appeared, wherever we turned, to 
touch the diſtant mountains. Here, {aid I, my 
deareſt love, we will fix our abode. This ſpot is a faint 
ſhadow of Paradite, whote Elilsful bowers we muſt never 
more bchold. Receive us, majeſtic cedar, under thy 
ſhade ! Ye trees ot various taite and | ue, retreth and 
luſtain us with your delicious fruits]! Never {hall we ga- 
ther the tweet produce without gratitude : it ſhall be the 
reward of our attentive care and laborious cultivation. 
O God Omnipotent, who reigneſt in heaven, look with 
a propitious eye on this our de clling! Lend an ear of 
compaſſion to the lupplicaticns, receive with tavour the 
vriiies, and thank ſgivings, which we, Thy trail offending 
creatures, ſhall never ceate to tend up towards thy celet- 
tial throne, through the ſpreading branches of thele trees! 
Here, my deareſt wife, we ſhall obtain, by the tweat of 
our brows, our ſupport. Under theic ſhades thou ſhalt 
bring torth with pain. From hence will our offspring 
Ipread themielves over the wide earth. Here too, death 
ſhall one day vilit us, and we ſhall be confounded with 
our original duit. O Lord God, our Maker, ſhower 
down thy bleſüngs on the protane abode ot us finners 1” 
* While I thus uttered the devout breathings of my toul, 
Eve was proſtrate on the earth by my ſide: her hands 
| 1 were 
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were elevated, her eyes ſwam in tears, and were raiſed * 
towards Heaven in holy ecſtaſy. : 
© I now began to inſtruct our habitation under the 
ſhade of the ſpreading cedar. I fixed in the earth a circle 
of tirong ſtakes, and interwove them with flexible twigs, 
While I was thus employed, Eve was conveying the 
ſtream among the flowers; gathering ripe fruits; ſup. 
porting, with ſmall ſticks, the bending ſtalks of the va. 
riegated ſhrubs, and pruning their luxuriant branches, 
Then it was that we began to eat our bread by the ſweat 
of our brow. 

] went to the river to fetch reed to cover our cottage : 
there I ſaw five ewes, white as the ſouthern clouds, and 
with them a young ram, feeding by the fide of the water, 

I approached them without noiſe, tearingthey would fly me, 
like the tiger and the lion, who, before our fatal tranſ- 
greſſion uſed to play with the kid or the lamb at our feet. 
But, inſtead of endeavouring to eſcape me, they ſuffered 
me to ſtroke their fleeces, and I drove them before me 
with a reed to our hill, where I intended they ſhould for 
the future feed. Eve was buſied in erecting a bower, 
and did not, immediately on my return, obſerve my little 
flock ; but they ſoon diſcovered themſelves by their 
bleating. She ſtarted at the found, and dropped the 
boughs from her hand through fear; but ſoon recovering, 
ſhe cried, with joy in her countenance—** O Aaam |! 
they are gentle and fond as in Paradiie. Welcome, pretty 
animals! ye ſhall live with us. All ye want is here, 
Ye need not ſtray, for here are flowery paſtures, fragrant 
herbage, and a clear ſpring. Your innocent ſporting 
will give us delight, while we attend our trees and 
flowers. Yes, harmleſs creatures? © ye continued, pat- 


ting their woolly backs, „ ye ſhail be my flick, and I a 
will be ycur indulg ent miſtreis.“ 8 | £ 

Our little dwelling was now completed, and we were 
enjoying the cool breeze at its entrance, and ſilently , 
furveying the diſtant country, when Eve faid—* My [ 
deareit love, how beautiful is the proſpect before us va- Y 
riegated! How fertile, how full of bleſſings is this earth, f 


which 
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which we thought ſo barren! Let us, to the fruits and 
flowers which the hill already yields, add thoſe that grow 
on its borders, and our abode will have a faint reſemblance 
of Eden's delightful ſhades. Ah!” * the added with a 
figh,” © it will then bear but the ſame proportion of 
likenels to Paradiſe, as that does to the bliſsful feats 


of the angels, which the heavenly meſſengers, who in 


our happy days of innocence, condeicended to viſit us, 
deſcribed in tuch glowing colours. —O ! thou garden of 
the Lord, how deligittul were thy ſweet retreats ! how 


did thy gay tints charm the cye! how did thy luſcious 


fruits, thy aromatic tragrance, feaſt the ſenſes! What- 
ever neceſſity required; all the uſeful, all the agreeable, 
were there in rich profuſion.— O my fpouſe! compared 


with that luxuriant ſpot, what is all about us but dry 


Rerility? This earth, under the Divine malediction, ſeems 
unable to produce, in the ſame lands, that ſweet variety, 
that happy diverſity, that charmed us in Eden's bowers. 
We mult nuw leck the different productions in diſtant 


places. I have ſeen too, that not only animals are the 


prey of Death, he ſtretches his wide domain: he tyran- 
nizes over the whole earth, and makes rude havock in 
the world of vegetation. O, Adam! what fruits have 
I beheld drop trom their branches, ſpoilt, and full of 
black rottenneſs ! what flowers wither on their flalks! 
The trees are diſrobed of their verdure by the de{poikr 
Death. I have obſerved too, that young leaves ſupply = 
the place of thoſe that are fallen, and that the ſceds of 
dead flowers, caſt into the earth, produce new ones. 
We, Adam, muſt thus one day wither and die, and our 
children ſhall ſucceſſively grow up and flouriſh.” 

* She ceaied ſpeaking ; and 1, deeply affected hy her 
words, made an{wver—*< Dear Eve! were our loſs only the 
gay verdure, the fruits and flowers of Paradite, it would 
ſcuce deſerve a figh : but, alas! weareexpelle:i from the 
ſacred tpot which our Maker bleTed by his immediate pre- 
lence, There, vciling his unſupportable radiance, he 
walked among the groves, while all nature celebrated 
the approachi of the Deity, in reverential ülencg. Though 
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formed of the duſt, my proſtrations were accepted. The 
Aimighty condeſcended to hear his cregture, and vouch- 
tated to aniwer, with benignity, a fra:! worm. Alas! 
we have, by our diſobedience, loſt this privilege: guilty 
as we arc, we can no more hope to converſe with Infi- 
nite Purity. This, this calls for our lamentations and our 
tears. Will the God of heaven viſit a land under his 
cure? Will the Moft High dwell among ſinners? He 
looks down from the teat of bliſs; he regards, with 
an eye of compaſſion our penitence and tears, and his 
bountics exceed every hope our wretchedneſs could form. 
Even the bright ſpirits of heaven are his meſſengers; 
they execute his orders on this dark globe; but, alas! 
our polluted eyes are now unworthy to behold them! 
They perform the taſk alſigned, without deigning to be- 
come viſible to ſinful man, and then ſoar, with haſty 
wing, irem this feat of corruption, now fit only to be 
the reſidence of beings under the curſe ct their Sovereign. 
Thus were we holding converſe, and caſting cur 
melancholy eyes on the country before us, when a rel- 
plendent cloud deſcending, glided towards us, and reſted 
on our hill. From it fept a radiant form wearing en 
his face a majeſtic ſmile. We haſtily aroſe ? we bowed 
our heads, and the celeſtial mefienger thus ſpoke “ He 
whole throne is in the higheſt Heaven has heard your 
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complaints. © Go, laid he, „ and i form thoſe children | 
of afflict ion, that My preience is not circumſcribed by | 
the circuit of heaven; it extends to all the works of my 

1 , - . 8 ( 
hands. Whence has the ſun its invigorating heat? 


Who tcaches the ſtars to run their courſes? Why does the 
earth ſtil] bring forth its fruits, and day and night regu- 
larly fuccecd cach other? Who preſerves the various 
animals? In Me they live, move, and have their being. 
What keeps thee, Adam, trom tinking into corruption? 
I am ncar thee; I ſuitain thee by My power; 1 guard 
thee by My providence ;z and knew the iecret breathings 
of thy toul, and all the purpotcs of thine heart.“ 

The luminous ſphere, that encompaſied the angel, 
reached cv n to me. Filed with devout extaty, I litted 
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up to him my dazzled eyes. * How great beyond con- 


ception,” ſaid I, © are the favours of the Lord! He 
beholds our wretchedneſs with compathon : he tends His 
angels to give us comfort. O effulgent ſpirit! I ſtand 


confounded and abaſhed before thee. How ſhall I, tin- 


ful man that I am, dare to ſpeak to thee, the unoffending 
meſſenger of Heaven, arrayed in light and purity ? Yet, 
O benevolent angel! permit me to mention the 14d ap- 
prehenſions and fears that oppreſs my heart. That God 
is every where prelent I readily believe. I ice him in 
his works: I teel him ia his goodnels and tender mercies. 
That the Moſt High, a Being perfect in purity, ſhould 
more intimately communicate himſelt to a worm aefiled 
with ſin, I do not preſume to expect. What J dread is, 
that when man thall be multiplied on the earth, he will 
be eſtranged from God his maker. I have fallen, my 


children may allo fall—fall into more horrid depths, and 


thus, being more and more debaled, their wrerchednels 
will increaie. The time will come, when I ſhall be no 
longer with them, to intorm them, and give, in my own 


perſon, evident proofs of tlie loving kin neſs and com- 


paſſion of the Lord. Tis true, the tnualicit inſect will 
declare His beneficence: but it God continues to hide 
His tace trom man, will not the voice of Nature be too 
weak to ſtrike his mind? Will not the idea of the Deity 
be totally loft, or at leaſt confounded in darkneſs and 
obſcurity ? This thought gives my toreboding heart ex- 
quitite anguiſh, I tremble with horror, when my gloomy 
imagination repreſents to my view millions ot creatures 
funk in diitreis and guilt, who may exccrate me as the 
cauſe of their blindne!s and miſcry. 

Father of men, * replied the angel, with aſpe& 


| benign, „“ He, in whom, and by whom, all things exiſt, 


will not tortake thine offspring. Otten will tney, b 
their tranſgreſſions, preſumptuouſly affront the Majeſty 
of heaven. Otten will their fins cry aloud for vengeance, 


"The Almighty will graſp His thunder, and dilplay the 


terrors of his judsments. The guilty ſhall tremble in 


the dult : the ſinner ſhall cry out in agony—Dreadful is 


the 
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the wrath of God! who can ſtand before it ? But more / 
often will He make Himſell known in Kkindneſs: He will 
delight to ſhew tavour to the repenting children of men, 


Mer cy and compaſſion dwell always with him; 3 
is His ſtrange work. He will raiſe trom among thy po 

terity men whole minds he will enlighten. They, 1 
ec by the Ipirit ot God, ſhall call their brethren to re- 
pentance. Sinners ſhall n and forlaking the ways 


ot ſentuality and profaneneſs, ſhall worluip a Being of 


ſpotlets purity, in ſpirit and in truth. He will lend 
among them prophets and hely perſons, whole miſſion 
he will evidence by miracles : thele choſen of the Lord 
ſhall cure the dialed, raite the dead, and do many won- 
dertul wol ks. Thiele ſhall make known the judgments 
ot the Moſt High : they ſhall declare His condeicenſion 
and grace; they ſhall toretel what will happen in diſtent 
peticds of tune, and the accompliſhment ot their pruphe- 
cies will teach men that the Eternal over rules and dire:ts 
according to His good pleaſure, and the mercitul detigns 
oi Hs providence, eycuts that appear, to ſhort- lighted 
mcr:als, the work of a blind chance. Oiten will he ſpeak 
to the ions of men by bis angels; frequently in prodi- 
gies ;z and there will be lome righteous perlons to whom 


He will, with infinite gocdnels, more intimately mani- 


teit Him. if: to them He will ipeak face to fac; till at 


le: '£th flail be uthered in the great myltery ot the falva- - 


tion of mankind, wi en the iced of the woman ſhall bruile 
the lerpent's head,” 

The angel waz fiient, and I, encouraged by the 
condeſcenſton and e of his looks, replied—“ 0 
celeſtial friend! it thou wilt yet allow me, trail as Iam, 


to call thee to 3 and, why ſhuuld I doubt it? ſince thou 


cantt not hate him whom the Eternal does not hate—him 
ter whom the Divine clemency maniteſts itſelf with ſuch 


ſplendour as ſtrikes the heavenly hoſt with admiration, 


and ſurpaſſes the power of werds to cxpreſs, when the 
zdoring teul, humbled in the duit, attempts to pour 
torth its gratitude. Tell ne, . pirit, it it be per- 
mitte. ther to draw tron; the vbicurity with which they 
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are ſurrounded, thole auguſt myſteries— tell me what is 
the import of the promiſe © The ſerd of the woman ſhall 
bruiſe the ſerpent's head: and, what is meant by the 
curle denounced againſt man, Thou ſhalt die? “ No- 
thing that the Mott High permits me to reveal, an- 
ſwered the angel, © will I hide from thee. | 

« Know then, O Adam! on thy tranſgreſfing the 
Divine command, God faid to the happy ſpirits who 
worſhip before Him—* Man hath difobeyed Me; he 
ſhall die. A dente cloud ſuddenly encompaſſed the eter- 
nal throne, an! a deep filence reigned through the 
whole expanſe of Heaven: the celeſtial hoſt were filled with 
conſternation ; hut ſoon the darkneſs diſperled, and the 
praiſes of the Higheſt again reſounded from the harps of 
angels. Never did God manifeſt himſelf with ſuch luſtre 
and magnificence, but in that memorable inſtant when 
His creative voice called the ſtars from non- exiſtence, and 
His almighty word went on creating through the immenſi- 
ty ot ſpace. The adoring angels were in eager expectation 
of what was to follow this unulual pomp, when the majeſtic 
voice of God ſounded through the 21ch ot Heaven, uttering 
theſe words of benignity and grace I will not withdraw 
My favour from the finner. To My infinite mercy the 
exrth ſhall bear witneſs. Of the woman thall he born an 
Avenger, who ſhall bruiſe the head of the lerpent. Hell 
ſhall not reloice in this victory. Death thuil jote its prey. 
Ye Heavens, fhew torth your giatne(s! ““ Pius pare 
the Eternal. Ihe blaze of his glory would hive been 
too ſtrong tor even the eyes of archangels, had not 2 thin 
cloud terapecred its inlupportable radiance. Je hieſt 
inhabitants ot heaven celebrated with joy this g cat meſte- 


ry, and attuned their golden harps to the praile of the 
Father of Spirits, whole tender meicies are over ail His 
w ks. How Gul will pardon the ſinner without offend=- 
ing His juttice, ſurpaſſes comprchenſion; but it is enough, 
Ete: nal Truth hath Fd it. We know, and thou mayelt 
310 reit aſlured, that Death, having lot his power, can 
only ditengage the ſoul from its bowts. The body, thar 
veſture of earth, ſhall return to the duſt, of which it was 
formed 
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3 
formed, while the immortal ſpirit, refined from all de. 
filement, ſhall be raiſed to Heaven, to partake, there 
with angels, archangels, and all the celeſtial hott, never- 


ending telic'ty. | 
4 Hear, Adam, the order of thy God!“ I will be 
gracious to thee, and to thy ſeed. There ſhall be a ſign 


between me and thee, as the ſeal of this great promiſe: 
thou ſhalt build an altar on this hill, and offer on it a 


young lamb : I will, on My part, fend down fire to 
conſume the victim. This fſacrince thou ſhalt renew 
every year, and the flame ſhall annually deſcend to burn 
thine offering.“ | 


& I have now told thee, firſt of men, * continued the 


angel, “all that the Moſt High thinks proper to reveal 
of His inicrutable decrees. I am alto allowed to ſhew thee, 
that ye are not fo ſolitary on this globe as ye imagine. 
Curſt as this earth is, ye are fili ſurrounded by pure 
{pirits, who are commiſhoned to be your guard and de- 


tence, and ordered to preſide, with watchtul care, over 


the works of nature.” The angel then touching our 
cye-lids, we beheld beauties that I ſhall not atteinpt to 
deicribe. No word: could give ideas that would do juſtice 


to the bright magnificence ot the ſcene. All the country 


around us was peopled with the children of Heaven, more 
beautiful than Eve when ſhe firſt came from the hands of 
ker Creator, and with ſott reluctance, and : nodeſt grace, 
received her welcome in my arms. 


Some were employed in collecting the light mitts that 


iſſued from the moiſt earth; they bore them upwards on 


their expanded wings, and converted them into mild dews 


and fertilzing ſhuwers. Others lay reclined near pur— 
ling brooks, watching leſt their tources ſhould tail, 
and the plants they watered be deprived of their humid 
aliment. Many were ditpericd through the open country, 
who preſided over the grow:h of fruits, and ſpread on the 
opening flowers : zure, green, and red, with every vivid 
hue, and, by breathing on them, impregnated them with 
tr-grance. Some peopled the groves, employed in various 
cmcecs ; from the glittering wings of theie were wafted 

gentle 


_ employ to diſtrihute plenty through Ne CoOUNtrics, Hie will 
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gentle breezes, waich, paſſing through the foliage ot the 
trees, hovered over the flowers, and ſkimmed along the 
ſurtace of the brooks and lakes. Some among thele ce- 
leſtial labourers, having performed the talk aſſigned them, 
were fitting in the ſhade, joining in harmonious concert: 
the melody of their voices accompanied the lounding 
ſtrings of their golden harps, and they tang to the praiſe 
of the Mott High, hymns, not to be heard by mortal 
ears. Not a fc were walking on our hill, and ameng 
our bowers: in their gentle looks I beheld commucration 
ot our diſtreis. But now our cycs again became unable 
to behold the heavenly eifulge::cc, aud the rapturous icene 
diſappcared.“ | 

& Thee, which you have juſt beheld,” © faid the an- 
gel, © are ſpirits cammiitioncd ro watcn over the pro- 
auctiom of the carth: they are the appointed alüttants of 
Nature, and held to promote anu_cumplete har various 
works, according to the invariable and immutable laws 
of the great Firlt Cute. The Creator has given exiſt- 
ence to innumerable orders of beings. Even this earth, 
theuzh under the curſe of the Mott High, is full of 
beauty, and the admiring angels bcheld, un this globe, 
objects too ſublime tor mortal tight. The delighttul 
employiaent of tome or thei chi.lfien of heaven, 1s to 
watch over thy lalcty, O Adam! to avert om thee un- 


ferelcen misfortunes. Tucy accompany thee in ail thy 


ways: they athit thee in ty lab gurs, and often turn eren 
thy ditappindinents to thy advantage, blianging nom an 
apparent evil a real gd. TPacy, with plealure, behold 
tay domeſt ic happinsis. Tucy are witniites of thy moſt 
ſecret actions. A unile of benevoience ws their jay, 
rhen man, their chirge, acts riguit: the troven of dil lain 
and jorrow. fits. on their brow, when he torgets himtelf 
and his happinels. Thete, intuture ages, dne Lord Will 


delight to bleſs, or to carry 1 aue desuation among 
rebellious nations, when it Hall pirate Hun to recal 
them by Hs chaſtiſements.“ 


6 Tic angel ccaled ipcaking. He caſt on us a lock 
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38 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
of mild condeſcenſion, und was loſt to our eyes in a mining 
cloud. We proftrated ouriclves on the earth with devout © 


ecltaty, and humbly offered up our thar.Kigivings to our 


benificent and all merc:tul Creator. 


© ] immediately ſet up the altar, as the Lord had 


conn.anded, on the tummit of the hill: Eve employed 
herſelt in conſſrucling around it a little paradiie. She 
brought trum the neighb ouring plain the moſt beautiful 
and odoriierous flowers : theic ſlie planted on all ſides of 
the altar, and, with cheertul labour, watered them, each 
morning and evening, trom the clear ftrcam that flowed 
near our dwelling. “ O tutelar angels!“ laid the, in 
the midſt of her labour, con plete the work of m 
hands; for, without your aid, in vain ſhall J plant, in 
vain ſhall I water ! May your kind cares, bright {pirits, 
give theſe flowers more jiir, more beauty, more Hagrance, 
than they had in their native foil; tur to the Lord of 
All, this incloture is contecrated 1? „ p.anted a ſpa- 
cious circle of trees around the holy altar, ard thei: thick 
brunches tpread an awful ſhade, that ditpoicd the mind 
to devout cuntewplatiun. 
© In, theſe cccupations we . the ſummer, expoſed 
each day to the ſcorching tun. Autumn arrived, and 
repaid our labour with its varicus truits. It e. near 
its ciole : the loud blaſts of the north began to be heard, 
and the tops of the mountains were covered with an 
hoar froſt, Not then kio,wing that the weak earthy 
which was exhauſted by the protu:e liberality ot ſummer 


and autumn, wanted . recover bet ſtren gth by the reſt 
ot winter, we law, with grit, the. fa ddened tace of 


nature. Jn Eden we knew no 3 >e of lcuſons: mild 


ſpring, gay tummcr, and plentcous autunin, charmed 
there together. As the winter advanced, the race of na- 


ture wore excs ding Q loc M3 th C flowers withe ech On their 


Balks, an if anv yet lurvived around the altar, they 
ſeemed, with drooping heads, to main their 23 pro- iching 
tall. Ihe lateſt tivits icli from the trics, and the iapleis 
branches cult their le wes. The aud poured down 
torrents of rain, and the hig! ack pe=ks of tlie mountains 


»- 
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were covered with ſnow. We beheld this ſcene of deſo- 
lation with fear and anxiety. * Should this, my deareſt 
Eve,” (aid I, “be only the firſt effects of tae curie pro- 
nounced againit this earth, and God continues to puniſh, ſhe 
will be (tripped of the ſinall remains of utility and beauty 
which hei degradation has left her: ſmall were they in 
compariſon of the delivh:s of Paradue; yet they were 
ſuKcient to ſuiten our toil, and affen ded us many of the 
conveniences ard blcffin.rs of lite; but, ir the D vine 
malediction continues to pread deftruction on this earth, 
how gloomy will be our vivs! Wat will become of 
our promiied offspring? * Fhus we nourned our me- 
lancholy ſitual ion; but, encouraged by the promiſes of 
our God , we plac: d in him an humble c nf Hence. We 
endeav ou red to cor folc euch other, and to drive irom our 
minds e very thought of murmuring aal diiconcent, and 
thanktully + lored the Lord, in the midit ot the areary 
horrors by which we were ſurrounded.“ 

© Welai.l up for our winter tupourt thoſe fruits which 
had eic ped corruption and rotienne:s : and, that they 
might be well preterved, we dried them by the fire. I 
covered our cottage ancw, and made actoler tence around, 
to keep out the cold amd the rain. In the mean time 
our little flock lingu diy wan ered on the eminence, gain- 
ing a {canty inppurt by nipping the ſhort graſs that (till 
remained, or here and tere tp: ung up aireſh; and I, for 
their tarther relief, ranged the country to leck them 
fodder, which 1 caretuliy preterved, leſt taey ſhuuld pe- 
riſh, it the rigours of winter increaſed. | 

Sid and flow paſſed our duns, while the clouded (ky 
poured tor'h rain, and the black winds chi ed us with 
cold, But at length the genial jun rcanimated the earth, 
and brigatened the heavens, while gentle winils chaſed 
the mo1:t togs irom the tummit of the mountains. Re- 
viving nature imiſed at the return of youth: the ficlds 
were again cloathed in cheeriul gregn; innumerable flow- 
ers decked the pattures, and cem to vie with the fun 
in luſtre; the trees again began to ſheot out their buds) 
and all nature was full of new-born joy. Thus, crown=- 
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40 THE DEATH OF ABEL. . 
ed with leaves and flowers came amiable ſpring, that 
delighttul morning of the vear. 
© The trees with which I had furrcunded the altar were 
pre- eminent in beauty. Eve law, with inexpreſſible rape | 
ture, the flowers ſhe had plante on the holy ſpot, reco- 


* 


ver their loom. In vain, my chihiren, Quid I ap | 


to give you a 1 viex of our joyt tal eclinty. Weran to the 
contecriale circle, filled with devyut gratitude. The 
ſun illuminated the ſacred tpot with his jt '1ett racliance. 
Every creature teemed to join in our 1 es of the Crea- 
tor. 'F lie fuwei 3 hal. ved tl ctr vec ren Cc OUTS 5 the 
trees extended the thade o thew h. i ming Hi anches over 
the holy altar; the wingeu inicets tunt mnabited the tens 
der £7445 ch rped forth heir joy; while the birds, on the 
ſpreading boughs or the trees, enlivencd our devotion by 
their me; fluous narmonyx. We cat ouricives on our 
kners: tears of gratitude and joy burit from our eyes, 
fell on the graily turt, and mingled with the dew ot the 
morning. Our tervid prayer aicended towa 72 the Lord 
of Nature, bows: ards the God of grace and goouncis, who 
had mercitully turred even the effects of his jult diſplea- 
ſure to dur advantage. | 

I now began tocuityate a little field upon the hill. 
I calt into tue tertile rarth tome grains wh ich I hd pre- 
ferved from the procure ol autunmm. I even enriched the 
land with lers I had g gathered in the diſtant country. 
Nature, chance, or reilestion, otten diicovered to me 
means to tail. tate my 3 Orten, deo, ignorance 


of the leatuns, and of the Proper ils tor the different 


product hy led me into errors. Frequen! 1 my iwa⸗- 
inat ion deceived me, and I was dilzp ointed when J had 
high hopes that ! had 4 tound the art of contracting my 
labours. I ſhouid le metimes have been without relource, 
had not the gentle spirits, who watched over my happi- 
nets, condeicended to enlighten me. 
One morning, as 1 cat my eyes towards the altar, 
I beheld, with av the fl: nc ot the Lord burning cver 
it. The ſriſing tun gihled weich his beams the aicending 
ſmoke. Enn pturcd, I called to my beloved“ Sce, 
deareſt 
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deareſt Eve!“ © I cried,” © fee he accompliſhment of our 
romiſe ! Behold, the ſacred flame is come down on the 
altar! Let us go to it immediatelv. Every labour mult 
now ceale. I will, as the Aimighty hath commanded, 


kill a young lamb. Haſte, my love, and chute the fineſt 


flowers to ſtrew the lacrificc! © I took the belt of my 
flock : but, my children, it is impoſſivle to give you a 
deſcription of what I telt, when I went to deprive the 
innocent animal of lite. A trembling ſeized my hand. 
I was icarce able to hold the ſtruggling victim; and never 
could I have brought myiclt to give it death, had not my 
reſolution been animated by the expreſs command of the 
Author of Lite. The very remembrance of 1's endea- 
yours to eſcape gives me pain. When I beheld its qui- 
vering limbs in the latt moments of its exiſtence, an uni- 
veil] tremor ſhook my own ; and when it lay before me, 


without lente or motion, dreadiul furehodings invaded 


my troubled toul. In obedience to the Divine command, 
J laid the bleeding lamb on the altar, apd Eve {cattered 
on it odoriterous flowers. We then proftrated ourſelves 
on the carth before it, with reverence and tear, and of- 


tered up our humble praiſes to the God of Truth, who 


bad thus folemnly vertficd his promites. An awtui ſilence 
reigned arvund us, as it nature celebrated the prelence of 
her God, In this pertect calm our raviſhed cars were 
charmed with the minſtreliy of heaven. The angels that 
hovered over us, joined in our devout praiſes. The fines 


loon conlumed the tacritice, and on its extinction, which 


was iudden, an aromantic odour, diitulcd ittelt through 
the tar extended country. 

© A little after this wikinn day of reconciliation, I was 
going, at lun-tet, torct mylcit, giter the tatiguc of the 


day, near my beloved. I alcended the hill; 1 wwnght 


for her in vain in cur cottage; I locked tor her with 
anxiety in the thady bower. A length 1 tound her, pale 
and wr hou? ſtrengthi, at the tide of toe pring and thee 
Cain, my firtt-born, lying on her 60.0Mm. Ie pains of 
child-birth had terized her while the was employed in her 
ordinary labours ncar the Brock. She vas bedewing thine 
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infant face with tears of joy. At ſight of me, ſhe cried, 
with a fmile—*< I ſalute thee, father of men The Lord 
hath aſſiſted me in the hour of diftreis : I have brought 
forth this ion, to whom J have given the name of Cain. 
O thou dear firtt-burn !*? © {aid ſhe,” „ the Lord hath fa. 
vuurably regarded the hour ot thy birth: may all thy days 
be conſecrated to His praite! How weak, how helpleſs, 
is he that is born of woman! Xlayeſt thou, dear infant, 
riſe as a young flower in the ſpring! May thy life be a 
ſweet pertume offered up to heaven! then took thee, 
my firſt born, in my arms.” © I talute thee,*” © (laid I to 
Eve; © I falute thee, mother ot men! The Lord be 
praiſed, who bath aſſiſted thee in thy diſtreis !—T ſalute 
thee, Cain, firſt of human beings who gave pain to thy 


mother; firit of the human race who entered into lite to 


leave it by death.—0 God, continued I," © look 
down from Thy threne, and regard with compatiton this 
Thy ieeble creature! Shed Thy gracious benedicticn on 


the morning of his lite! It ſhall be my delightful taſk to 


inſtruët his young mind! I will ſhew him the miracics of 
Thy grace: I will teach him the wonders of thy love, 
Morning and evening his intant lips ſhall be taught to 
bund torth Thy praite.—O! deareſt Eve, mother of 


men, © I cried in the traniport of my heart, a race 
without number ſhall Jourith around thee. This myrtle 
was, like thee, lolitarv, till the tender fuckers ſprang 


from the maternal ret. When mild (primg {hall cloath 
it with new verdure, the firit thoots will produce others, 


and, in time, this fingle myrtle thall forma little aroma» | 


tic grove. In the fame manner (let this proſpect conſole 
ther in thy prelent weakneſs) in the fame manner ſhall 


our offspring mul'iply around this eminence. We ſhall, 


from its tunur it, ce their peaceful dwellings adorn the 
plain: we [hail tee them, if death delay its approach long 
enough to permit us— We mall te them lend each other 
mutual athiiance, to gain the provitions, the convenien- 


ces, and the tweets cr lite. Otten will we deicend trom 


this hill to vitit dur children's children and under theſe 


fertile ſhades will we recount the wonders of the Lord, 


and 
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and exhort them to piety and gratitude. When they 
tate of oy, we will ſhare with them; we will ſympa- 
thize in their griefs, and give them conſolation and ad- 
rice. From the top of this aſcent we ſhall fee—with 
gratitude and joy we ſhall fee, a thouſand altars ſmoke 
around. Their burnt-offerings ſhall invelope ns in fa- 
cred clouds, through which our fervent prayers fhall al- 
cend to the great Creator, in behalt of the human race, 
And when the ſolemn day ſhall come, when the flame of 
heaven ſhall deſcend upon the firlt and moſt holy altar, 
they ſhail aſlemble on this hill, We will lead them to 
ſacrifice, and, in holy tranſport, we ſhall behold the 
fruit ot our lains form around us a valt circle of proſ- 
trite worſliippers. 

Thus, O Cain! did T utter the ſweet effuſions of 
my heart. I kifled thine intant lips with the molt ten- 
der joy. Thy mother then took thee in her enfeebled 
arms, when, having aſliſted her to rite, I led her to 
our dwelling, | 

strength and vigour ſoon began to animate thy little 
members. Lauglyer and gaicty ſparkled in thine eyes, 
and mirth played on thy cheeks. Already wert thou 
able to run with thy tender fert on the ſoft grats, and 
among the flowers! already thy little lips began to hip 
forth thine infant thoughts, when Eve brought into the 
world Niahala, thy ſpouſe. Full of joy, you ſkipped 
about the newborn, kifled her, and covered her with 


flowers,—Eve at length brought forth thee, O Abel! 


and atterwards Thirza, thy companion. With incxprel=- 
ſible joy we beheld your innocent pleatures, Our delight 
encreated as we ſaw your young minds untold themſelves, 
and arrive, by little and little, at maturity. We em- 
ploved our moſt attentive care to cultivate your mental 
powers, to direct your thoughts to worthy objects, that 
your lives might diffuſe the agrecable odlour of virtue. 
Thus a variety ot flowers, combined by art, form the 
tragrant nolegay. While you, my chiliren, yet prattled 
en my Knee, or chaſed cach other through the grove in 
Wanten p.ay, I diicovered that man bern in tin needs 
| cultiwation, 
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44 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
cultivation, like the ſtubborn earth, curſt for our tranf. 
greſſion; and that vigilance and watchtul care were ne. 


ceſſary in the arduous taſk of forming the mind. To 
to guide the pliant 
heart from the turbulence of the paſſions, to make the 
powers and noble inclinations of the toul bring forth © 
their genuine fruits; virtue and piety, require all the 


k al 


teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 


teacher's art—all the parent's love. 


© ] have now, my beloved children, the happineſs to ! 
ſee you arrived at your full growth, as the tender plants 


are by the head of time transformed into lofty and wide 


ſpreading trees. Praiſed be the God of heaven for His 


innumerable mercies ! adored tor ever be his name tor 


his unmerited goodneſs! May you, my dear offspring, 


by your filial love, humble gratitude, and devout reve- 
rence, continue taithtul to Him ! and may the grace and 
benediction of the Molt High always reſt on your dwel- 


lings i 
Adam here finiſhed his recital. A nymph, united by 


the ſoft hands of Hymen to her favourite ſwain, wanders 
with him in the early dawn. They hear the ſwert notes 
of the nightingale, while all is filent around. Her 
voice ſeems the echo of their own fond thoughts, and 
through their ſouls is diffuſed a tender tranſport. The 
bird craſes her melody: but they ſtill liſten, with the 
ear of expeCtation turned towards the branches from 


whence ſhe chanted her nocturnal ſong. Thus, though 
our general father ceaſed to ſpeak, his children remained 


fixed in mute attention. The diffcrent ſcenes he had 
repreſented gave them various emotions: ſometimes the 
guſhing tear dropped from their eyes, at others 3 
lively joy ſpread ittelt over their features. They all re- 


turned their thanks to the father of men: Cain rendered 


his as well as the others: but he alone had neither 
imuled nor wept, BOOK 
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BOOK LIL. 
r having finiſhed his relation, Abel again ten- 


Jerly embraced his brother, and they all lett the 
bower, each pair taking their way to their ſeparate dwel- 
lings, while the moon's miki rays enlightened their ſteps. 
10 my Thiza?' cri Abel to his beloved. preluing her 
hand, what exouifite joy d:Tules Re through my 
ſoul ! My brother is no longer ctranget trom me; he 
loves me: his moiltened cherk poke his tendernets, 
while he gave me the traternal em rice. tow did my 
heart revice in the tweet effuſion of his roumnet uffec- 
tion! Leis de!'oiniul, leis refreſhing, is tne even. dew 
that ſalis on the parched earth, after it has been corched 
by the lun's burning ravs. The turwus tempelt of his 
foul is calmed: pence and love are returnc: they will 
again take wup tr abode in our bumble cottages, and 
give new iweets to every enjoyment. O thou Beneficent 
Being! who has with infinite goodneſs watched over our 
parents, when the) were the tole inhabitants of this 
ſpacious carti, keep tur from the heart of my heloved 
brother every baleiul and rormenting paſſion! May the 
ſtorm never return: but nay tranquillity, gratitude and 
joy, render every day dcltgintint, like the pelt!“ 

Thirza with de tht in her countenance, tad -“ Our 
parents, ny love felt not more joy ut the return of ſpring, 
atter the rigours of the firſt winter, than they experiene 
ced when they law the tears Ot reconciliation e rop rom 
the ſoftened eyes of cur brother. Our a tienate fas 
ther, our ferd mother, teemed, in their tr21.jports, to have 
recoverec all the gaicty of youth, and every thing around 
us Imiled with new joy.” Thus did this amiable and 
virtucus pair exprels the ſweet ſenſations that filled their 
hearts, | 

Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, obſerving that his brow ſtill 
wore the gloom ot ditcontent, preſled his hands to her 
lips, and, in a ſoft and tender accent, faid—* Whv, my 
love, aol thou trem io cold, to intenſiale, in the midſt of 
luch happincis ? Is the calm that is reſtored to thy ſoul 

incapable 
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46 THE DEATH OF ABEL. | 
incapable of enlivening thine eyes with tender joy ? Can. 
not thy heart felt ſatisfact ion render thy countenance (e. 
rene ? I ſhould tear the cloud of grief, that has fo long 


darkened thy days, had rendered thee unable to taſte of } 
joy, had I not beheld—beheld with ecſtatic delight, con. 
tent and tranſport animate thine eyes, when thou gaveſt 
our brother the fraternal embrace. O my beloved ! the 
Eternal from His throne on high, and the benevolent an. 


gels, who ſurround us, ſaw with approbation the fott 


ſenſations that then fiiled thine heart. Suffer me, my 


deareſt ſpoute ! to preis thee to thy botom : let my fond. | 
neſs again light up joy in thy countenance. May eſt thou | 


lole all thy cares in this tweet embrace 


Cain retifted not the tender careſſes of his ſpouſe, but 


replied—* Your joy, your excethve joy, gives me offence, | 
Yes, I am ditpleaſed. Does not your tranſport ay 
6 Cain is corrected ; he was before, a man vicious and 


wicked—he hated his brother? — I was not wicked, 


Whence arole ſo ſtrange an idea? Mutt I hate my bro- 


ther, becauſe I was not always weeping over him, or 
periecuting hun with my embraces ?—L never hated my 
brother—No, never. I law, indeed, with pain, that he, 
by his ſoft neis and effeniinacy, ſtole from me the affec- 


tion of Adam and Eve.—Could I be inſenſible to this? 


But, Mahala, it is not without cauic that ſorioëw hangs | 


on my brow. What imprudence in our father to re. 


count to us the hiſtory of his ſhameful fall, and all the 
diſaſters of which he and Eve are the caute? What need 


was there for us to know, and be ſo otten told. that it 


was their fault that loſt us all the delights vt Paradiſe, 
and rendered us unhippy ? Were we ignorant of this 
our miſeries would be more ſupportable, and we ſhould | 


not deplore the want of enjoyments of which we could | 


then have no idea. 


W 


Mahala ſtifled in her heart remonſtrances and com- 


plaints, and carefully read her huſband's eyes, to tee if 


Suffer me, I conjure thee, my beloved, to weep ! tor ! 


* 
oe 


cannot reſtrain my tears. Sutter me to implore thee tot 


thylelt 


f, 
i 


ſhe might venture a reply. Then mildly anfwered= * 
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thyſelf! I beſeech thee to drive farfrom thee this gloomy 
melancholy that is again beginning to over-cloud thy tou] ! 


Thou canſt, I know, my love, thou canſt dijperie it, and 


reſtore to thy heart peace and ſerenity. Let not thy trou- 
bled imagination always pretent to thy view ſubjects of 
miſery and grief, where thou oughteſt to behouk; Divine 
benignity and grace. O Cain, why ſhould we blame our 

ectionate parents, for relating to us the wonders G d has 
done for fallen man! They would excite in our fouls a 
lively gratitude and firm confidence, They are keenly 
ſenſible of every thing that can be a ſubject of pain and 
grief to us, and it is barbarity to reproach them with dur 
miſery. Riſe, my love, I entreat thee, riſe ſuperior to the 
vexations that would agam intrude themſelves into thine 
heart, and obſcure our days with gloomy ſadneſs !* She 
ſaid no more, but gave her huſband a tender glance, 
while her eyes ſwam in tears. 

The imile of affect ion now tempered the auſterity of 
Cain's ccuntenance, and he replied, as he embraced 
Mahala—* I will, my dear, ſurmount the vexations that 


would gain an empire over me. I will not obſcure thy 


days, or mine, with unavailing ſorrow.” 


Anamalech, one of the inferior ſpirits of hell, had ob- 
ſervrd the behaviour and diſcourſe of Cain. He had ſeen 


with malicious joy, the ſigns of envy and wrath in his 


ruſfled teatures. This malignant dzmon, though ot the 


DO 
lowelt order among the rebel angels, did not yield, in 


pride and ambition, to Satan, the arch-apoſtate. Otten, 
while in hell, he retired trom his companions, whom he 
Ce'piled ; often he remained in ſolitude among the infect- 
ed rivers of ſulphur, that flowed through the burning 
land, or ſtrayed alone on the enormous rocks, whole um- 


mits were hid in ſtormy clouds. There, in ſecret,he repined 
dt his ignoble indolence, while the blue flames, reflected 


from the tops of the mountains, caſt an obſcure and hor- 
rid light on the path made by his wandering feet. But 
when hell, with tumultuous roar, celebrated the praiſes 
and triumphs of her King, who, on his return from the 


terretrial globe, elate with pride, recounted how he had 


{ſeduced 
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ſeduced our general anceftors, and boaſted his havin 
forced the Eternal to pronounce againſt them the decree of 
death and wretchednels, then tue blick venom of eny 
ſwelled the rincorous breaſt of Anamal-.ch. ©* Mut 
Satan, he cricd to himielt, though accuricd, enjoy in 


hell triumphs and praile, while 1, unnoticed, rove in 
obicurity, through the dark corners of thele zloomy re- 


gions, or am contounded among tlie vile crowd, who, | 
with ervile ſhouts, aggrandize him, and bail him victor? | 


No: I tec} mylelt equally capable ot noble daring : 1 will | 
aiton:th my compeers ; I will torce hell's fierce monarch ' 


to pronounce my name with reſpect.” Actuatud by the 
prolpect of r; ung to diſtinguiſhed greatne:s among the 
inter nals, he madlitated banetul projects, and nouriſhed in 
{clitude invetcrate hatred to the human race. His black 
mind formed variousetchemes tor their deſtruètion, ani 
his horrid deſigns ſuccecded but too well. The mitcries 
of Adam's offspring rendered the name of this vie 
demon great among - the diabolical powers ot the fiery 
deep. He it was w cho, aiter a ſucetilion of ages, incitel 
a cruel king to matiacre the intants of Bethichem. Ke 
ſaw, with a malignant ſmile, men, barbarous as the out. 
caſts of heaven, diiphay a lavage rage ag aint thole in. 
cents. He received an horrid plealure, while he be. 
heli their bitte limbs daſhed againſt the {runes ; wh ich 
the. Ipouting veins u amced with la od. He was delightel 
to ice a itabbed and difmembered in the arms of their 


diſtracted mothers. He hovered, with cruel 1 tisfaction,| 


over that untortunate city. The cries of thole trade. 
victims were, to him, acrecable melody. He fed, will 
cager joy, on the heart-rendins compu. aint abs hew mcor-+ 
ſolable mothers. The man: ried lumbs of intunts, tram 


pled under the feet of their av age murderers, was to hit | 
a pleaſing fight ;- and he felt an | iclliſh trantport, when 


belield their tond parents prottrute on the carth, in all t. 

bitterneis ot anguith, tearing their hair, and eatun:| 

their breatts, diltained with "The bleed ot their at 

otfspring. | 
This relen tlels tend, revolving in his gloomy eaſt 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
aRions of hell's tell monarch, Go: ftained ignoble ſloth. 
Iwill 2!cend,” ſaid he, I will acend to the carth.— 
Tu know the import of the ſentence—“ M. in mult die!“ 
6 1 wall accelerate his doom will Kill.“ He then, with 
aſty ſtride, pali. <> through the gate of heil. He marked 
td trod the toott: cps the arch -ficnd hai traced thre ugh 
ancicat Night, and the tumultuous empire of Chaos. 
Thus a brig; ant ine, equipped tor theft, ſtecrs with tull 
fail th rough the! immente tea, and, ttopping on the coaſt 
of Helper“ „ ſurpriſes the tranquil nd: 461: ants ot {ome 
ace tul village 3 ; leizes the *. youth, while tathers, 
mothers, brothers, fitters, and incontul:ible wives, la- 
ment on the ſhore, purtuing, with their weeping eyes, the 
r:vitkers, who, with out-ipread ails, foon cicape trom 
ügnt. 
The deteſtable Anamalech long fiew, with rapidity, 
through the gloomy empire of nicht, til. at length he 
revived u taint li; ht on tlie tronticis of the created uni- 
vale, As a male facto r, meditating tome horrid murder, 
in the hade and filence of the nig it, proceeds to execute 
— bloody purpose, throu. n the gloom towards the city . 
na finds it on I des nun inatech, is rug with 1 Icar, 
= would gladlly hide himielt from every eye ;z thus the 
mipure ſyir! it was a9ttated with terror, while ne triveried 
the immenie tpnere which ſurround the curth. On his 


arrival on this globe, his piercing eye icon diicoyercd the 


above of man, and he anghted in the ſhady grove. 


Here then, aid he, dwells man, heaven's new fa- 


vourite. This earth is accuried, and far unlike the 
imling garden where he firit was placed. Delignttul 
ſpot! now guarded by the flaming ſword; for 1 behe!d 
it while I hovered o'er the earth. This they have 
loft ; but what is left them is not hell. Perhaps, by 
plain tive fupp Anas they have foftened the anger of 
their God ; zr, did not hell fill follow me from place 
to piace; did 1 not bear within myſelt an heil, I might, 
tor aught I ire, be happy here; but pothbiy their groi- 
ler budies : may be lubſeet to pains, to Arier unknown to 
etherial jubitances. Ah! I fre ſome of the heavenly 
= | hoſt, 
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50 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
hoſt placed 2s guardians over man, though under male. 
diction, I mutt elude their care, eſcape their attention, 
or all my deſigns will be rendered abortive, and I ſha 
become the ſport, rather than the admiration of Satan, 
and the ſycophants who ſurround his throne. Yonder 
is the family of ſinners; but I fee no ſigns of mitery; 
their evils, perhaps, commence not till death. I'll know 
if their hearts are open to ſeduction; I will, by my 

wiles, engage them in new crimes that may ace. 
lerate their puniſhment. Satan ſucceeded, by an eaſy ar. 


tifice, with the chicts of this family, while they were yet | 


pertect. Now they are degraded by fin, and the curſe 
of their God, can it be harder to ſubvert them? No: J 


ſhall induce them to commit actions ſo black, that their 
heavenly guardians ſhall quit the earth with horror, and 


He who created them ſhall, by his thunder, exterminate 
the ungratetul race, or precipitate them into the burnin 


lake: then, cn our icorching banks, we ſhall taſte of joy | 


— ſhall triumph, while we behold thele worthy inhabitants 


of this new world rolling in flames of ſulphur, curſing 


their exiſtence, and their Aimighty Maker. Ab !|-—T te 
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one of them bears on his brow the marks of tullen du- 
content. He has a ferocity in his looks that gives me 
hopes. My firſt effort ſhall be on him. His companion 


wecps— will learn the caule of her tears. 

The malevolent fpirit, inviſible to human fight, fol. 
lowed Cain and his ſpoule, meditating fecuction and 
murder. When they were retired to their dwelling, 
ne impure dæmon repeated after them, in malicious 
mockery —* Rite ſuperior to the vexations that intrude 
themiclves into thine heart! Drive far from thce theſe 
clouds of melancholy that would obſcue thy days; 
Ten, quitting irony, to give utterance to the internal 
malice by which he was agitated—* No, faid he, 
* what is good ſhall never take root in thine ungiate- 
ful heart: I will dettroy it. Theſe clouds of melan- 


ct:oly thou wouldit diiperte ſhall be re· aſtembled over thy 


head, thick and black as thoſe which {urrounded wit 
eternal darknels the ſummits of the internal mountains. 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 51 
My tafk will be no hard one. Thou thyſelf laboureſt 
to aſſemble them. I have only to aſſiſt thee : it will be 
to me a pleaſing taſk to ſecond thine own efforts. Ves, 
Iwill accumulate them on thy brow : deſolation aud 
miſery, yet unknown to the hun an race, ſhal; find en- 
trance among mortals; thy days ſhall be filled with h.r- 
ror and darkneſs, ani theſe darlings of heaven ſhall taſte 
the cup of wrath, poured forth tor angels.” 

Cheerful dawn again began to gild the horizon, in- 
piring ſongs and gaity, when Cain with his inftruments 
of — was going to the field. Abel had already 
given him the ſalute ot the morning, and was conducting 
his flocks to paſtures, ſtill moiſt with the dew of the 
night. Mahala and Thirza were advancing, hand in 
hand, towards the garden which ſurrounded the altar. 


They ſtopt to ſalute their brothers, when Eve came to 


them from her cabin, with geſtures of detperation. — 
Both were ſeized with inquietude and concern, and ap- 
proaching her, cried out, with emotion—* O my mother ! 
You weep.—Why weep you ?? Eve, at this queſtion, 
redoubled her tears; then endeavour:ing to ſtifle her grief, 
ſhe, giving them a look of affect ion, faid, while her 
words were interrupted by tighs—* Alas! my children, 
have you not heard dreadtul groans come from our dwell- 
ing? The ſharpeſt pains chis night have terized your fa- 
ther, and he now ttruggles with ſome diſeaſe that ſeems 
to penetrate even to his bones. He endeavours to con- 


ceal his anzuith, He would prevent the ſighs that eſcape 


trom my heart. He ſuppreſſes his complaints, and ſtrives 
to conſole me. But, O my children! the moſt poignant 
grict has taken poſſeſſion of my foul, and my tortured 
heart retulcs all conloulation. When he repotes in moſt 
tranquillity, hc ſeems loſt in reflection: an inſtant after 
he groans with agony ; a cold ſweat covers his face, and 
the tears he had reſtrained burſt in a torrent from his eyes. 
O my dear children ! dreadful apprehenſions oppreſs my 
heart. Support me, my daughters; ſupport your un- 
happy mother, ſinking under the weight of affliction. 
Let us go to your father.” Eve, followed by her la- 
E 2 menting 
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menting children, returned to her [poule, weeping, and 
leaning | on the ſhoulder ot Mahala. 

Filled with torrow, they ſurrountled the bed of the 
fick. Adam then lay tranquil. H:'s countenance and 
geſture ditcovered, that, in tpite of luffering and pain, 
his foul was malter of itſelt. He caſt on his alflicted 
chil nen a lock oi parental tende:nets. He even gave 
them a nile of © aucction, and faid—* Tus hand of the 
Aimighty, my beloved oit5pring, is on me. My entrails 
are to! n with an guich: but, praiterl be tl.e Lord, who 
regulates all by unerring wiidom ! Perhaps He has or- 
dained thele pains to un oſe ti bands that unite my foul 


to this trail body, If it is now to return to the duſt of | 


which it is turmed, I ſubs nit. 2 the dilpen: ations 
of my M+ker, and wait, with reſign ion and love, the 
fatal hour. I wiil praue Thee, the Sovereign of Life 
and Death, till tis union is diff ved ; my foul ſhall 
then, delivered trom 1's veicure of earth, vitcr Thee more 
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elevated prailc. O Gudot Cunolation !. deign to bemy | 
{upport. Teac ch me to cure wth patience my preſent 


pain, in firm hope ct tuture happincts. But, above all, 
forſake me not, O my Maker! torfike nut an expiring 


inner in the itetstul hour 01 death [ anden me not 


I 


3 


when my ſoul is Glumayed by the late tiemblings of 


nature!” 
He then caſt his lunguid eyes on our gene al mother, 
who was weeping at lis ide And thou Eve, faid he, 


© whom I tore as my ca | You, my deir children | 


add not to my rie: by your | r and tears. II cru- 
elly docs your affi.ction diſtrets ne- Ccate my beloved 
ccate, theic . lis and theſe lamen: at ict 8. Fe haps the 
Lord may IQMOve the errors of His hank 4, and death may 
yet be at a Giliiizee, Perhaps I n. ay again, even on 
earth, tante j y and gladnels. I wait the good pleaſure 
of my God, and reſign mylelt to His will. —Do you alſo, 
my dear children —and zou my tender {poutr—acquielce, 
with iuhmeition and devout gra' ues in the Divine ap- 
pointments. Accuſtom yourletves, before-ha: id, to re- 
Urct, with holy rehgaation, on the inftant when it ſhall 
pleaie 
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THE DEATH or ABEL. 53 
ſe the Almighty to ſtrip off this garment of earth, and 
take me from you. The father of mankind ceaſed to 
ſpeak. Sharp pangs again ſeized him, and he could only 
utter fighs and groans. | 
When his agonies were abated, he regarded all about 
him with ſilent attention; but his looks were more par- 
ticularly fixed on Eve, who ſeemed overwhelmed by her 
deep diſtreſs: her ſorrows augmented thoſe of her huſ- 
band, and, to conſole her, he again reſumed his diſ- 
courle: * Alas!" (aid he, the death experienced by the 
fr+ ſinner will doubtlets have ſomething frightful in it, 
to thoſe who ſhall behold it: hut it ſhall be more terrible 
fill to him who ſhall be the victim. May that merciful 


God, who has never abandoned us in our diſtrets, ſuc- 


our me in that dreadful hour !—He will do it—His paſt 
mercies are pledges that He will.—As tor you, my 
children, added he, © go—leave me reſign me to the 
will of the Lord. Pray for me with. tervour. This 
dreadtul criſis may perhaps end in a ſwect {lcep, that may 
reltore vigour to my entecbled members. | 

Adam was filent. - His children ſtooped to Kiſs his 
trembling hand. Ves, my father, they cried, we 
vill proſtrate ourſelves before the Lord: we will ſuppli- 


cate that ſweet repoſe may repair thy ſtrength, ex- 


aauited by ſutfering. O may cur prayer be accepted! 


may the Lord remove from thee tlieſe pains by which 


nou art now tormented.” 

With hearts pierced with grief, they left the cottage ; 
Eve only remained. * I would fleep,” laid Adam, ad- 
irefling aimſelt rohis wite, who fat near his bed, luffu- 
led in tears. * Why, my beloved, doit thou give way 
te thy griet? Thy tenderneſs, by increaling my pain, 
may chale repole tar from me.“ At length he wrapt his 
ace m the kms which covered him, to conceal from his 
companiun the diltrets and inquietude of his mind. Is 
this,“ laid he to himſelf—“ is this that hour lo full of 
tor? I tear it is. Great God, how terrible !—Aban- 
dun nc not, O my Maker! torfake not, in the lait agony, 
aL xpaing iner! Hov ſweet would be my conſolations, 
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even in death, it theſe lutf. rings, the'e fears, would ez. 
empt my unhappy oits pr: ing from the coniequences of the 
curſe pronounced on them for my fin But no=the 
far: horrors will terrifv? the fame veil of darkneſs will 
extend over all born of woman. From a trunk empoiſoned 


by lin, what can be pr oduced but fumers, —ſinners ſub. ; 
je& to death ?—I have killed all my poſterity, All, 


like me, mutt be torn from thoſe they love from thoſe 


whote tenderneſs ſoitened and endeared lite, and gave it 
all its delights—O Eve! O ſpoule tender and d ear! What 
anguiſh will rend thine heart ! what tears wilt thou ſhed | 


over my lentele(s duit! Frig} htivl pro!pect ! Will not 
my inanimate clay tremble, when 1 the orphan, left with. 


Nn 


„ 


out ſupport, ſha lament the lols of its ta! 3 inatched | 
away by death in 55 mitt oft his courſe ; or when de. 


crenu parents flail be deprived of their dus, who were 


the comfort and lupport of their declining ages; when 


ſiſters ſhall w ater, w. eh their tear IM kl ie dead 20d ies of their 


brothers, the wif that of thehufbandt, he lover that ofthe © 


oh jcet beloved. Spare tien my memory, O iny children! 
Curte not my peac uf dult. It is ink that the weight 


Of the cure „ ſhouid : u en the laſt hour—the hour that | 


CO 434334444 


tears us . this life of hn. Death, when he divides | 
the tou; from its GY of clay, will alto Gra” it 
from à ſtate ot maledict on. It, tk {toning the 
little power its eee has lett it, it has ſtrugged 
again vice, and endeaveured to raiſe itielt to virtue, it | 


mall enjoy never ending happineis in the regions of im- 
mortality. Le ought not then, O my ot pring! to 
execrate my aſnes. Our abode on earth is not properly 
like: tis hut tie dawn oi life; a trouble:ome dream. 


Oppreſs me not then, ye mountains ol grief! Tis by | 


dying I ſhall revive. Init for that inſtant, firmly re- 

lying on the mercie= of my God! Sock were tie thoughts 
Adam, when a wert { ern cverpowered his ſenſes. 
Eve fat eee in ſerrov by the led of her fleeping 
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huſband, and, in à low vic, fc to diſturb hie 
repoſe, vented the angrifh of her {cate What evils | 
do J experience! laid the, O (il, tue coniequence 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. "$6 
of fin, let thy burden reſt on me! I was the firſt ſinner. 
Let a double weight of woe fall on my wretched head! 
It is juſt : I was the firſt offender. Ah! it is already 
on me. All the grief, all the diſtreſs of my huſband, 
of my unhappy offspring, flow from me. Their pains, 
their ſorrows, are ſo many gnawing worms that prey on 
me.—O my ſpoule! if thou dieſt—How I tremble at the 
idea! A general ſhivering ſeizes me: the cold ſweat 
trickles down my tace. Can the horrors of death be 
more dreadtu! !—Tf thou art going to die for my fault, 
O Adam if thele agonies are to unlooſe the bands of 
lite, hate me not! Ad not to my inſupportable mile- 
rics, thine anger !—Anit ye, my children, curſe not 
your unhappy mother! Guilty as I am, I deterve your 
pity. Ye upbraid me not, it is true; but, alis! 
every figh, every tear, awakens my keen remoi te, and 
is to me a cutting reproach. O God Al-nohty ! lem 
an ear to my plaintive ſupplications, and remove his {ut- 
ferings : or if they are the forerunners of death—it his 
body muſt now return to the duſt, terrifying thought! 
ſeparate us not! let ine die w th him! Suffer my foul to 
retire firſt, that I may not behold his latt pangs! T was 
the firſt ſinner. ve ccafed to ſpeak, and remained 
mcontolable, weeping by the ßde ot her huſb:nd. 

Cain, in ſpite of the roughnels of his temper, 
had fled tears at the groans am difcourie of his father. 
He went into the fields when he left the cottage, and 
thus expreſſed his concern“ I could not help weeping, 
when I was near the bed of my father; yet I hope he 
will not die. God grant that this good parent, whom I 
love, may not die! Yes, I could not help weeping; but 
yet I am not drowned in ſorrow, like my brother. Be- 
tore I ſhed tears on all occaſions, I mutt loſe my natu- 
ral firmneſs, and become, like him, ſoft and efieminate. 
Will they ſtill ſay that J am of a ſavage diipolition ? At 
lealt they will imagine that Abel loves Adam better than 
I, becaule I cannot weep like him. I love my father: 
be is as dear to me as to my brother; but I cannot com- 
wand my tears to flow. | Abel, 
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Abel, penetrated with ſorrow, went into his paſtures, 
He proſtrated himſelf on the earth; he bent his head on 
the graſs, which he moiſtened with his tears, and ad. 
dreſſed this prayer to the Almighty— 

With the moſt profound humility, I would praiſe 
Thee, O my God! Thou conduGteit the aifzirs of mor. 
tals with unerring wiſdom aid infinite goodness. 
Though depreſſed by grief, I dare preſume to offer uy 
to Thee my ſupplications; for thou halt permitted the 
ſinner to implore Thy mercy. I hine unmerited good. 
neis has allowed us this tweet conſolation, in the midit 
of the evils which furround us. I ought not, I do 
not hope, that Thou wilt change the purpoles of Thy 
wiſdom, in compl.ance with the deſires of a plaintive 
worm. Thy ways, O Gracious God! are Wite and 
good, To thy will I refign mylelt, ſupplicating only tor 
Iitrength to ſufter, and tor contvlation in our pain. Trou 
knoweſt, O Onmiſcient God! thou knowett the dehres, 
the ardent w'llies of my toul. It thele defires, if thee 


wildom, re{tore us our common parent !—Reitere to our 


afficied mother the huſband tor whom fhe lupplcates 


Thee—retiore her him in whom her lite is bound up, 
and whole loſs would render her wretched ! Keſtore to 
us, his forrow:ng children, 2 father tendcily beloved! 
Defer, O God, mercitul and gracious ! deter, it it be 
Thy will, his death to a more diſtant pericd. Spcak, 

God! and it is dene: conmand, aud it is 2ccountiplificd. 
At Thy nod our evils will diſappear, and joy and ga. 
nels, thankigivings and praiſes, will retcund iron 1s 
humble habitations of finners. Punt hin who ray 
us lite, to remain yet longer with us. Sic han, that 


he may ſtill declare to us Thine infinite beunties, m 


teach our intant children to lift toith I hy pralle. in, 
it thine unerring wildom has appointed this th- time & 
his diflolution, be not chended, O my Rla ker! With 
this excels of our griet. Pardon the dilorucr. or my 
Words! It he mutt now die, lend him, O God oi Com- 
paſſion—lend him thine aſilitance in tus tire hour of 


— 


veiſhes are not contrary to the deligns of Thine infinite 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 57 
death, and merciiully iorgive our cries and groans, 
Moderate, by Thy divine contolations, our aflliction, that 
we may not offend Thee by our detpair,” 

Such was the prayer of Abel. He was ſtill proſtrate 
on the earth, trom which he was rouled by a dütant 
ſound. Sweet odours were watted around, and betore 
him ſtood a guardian angel, reſplendent in beauty. On 
his ſerene brow he wore 2 coronet of roſes, and his ſmile 
was gracious as the opening day. He tail, with a voice 
mild as the breath of the zephyrs—“ The Lord has lent 
a gracious ear, O Abel! tothe voice of thy ſupplications. 
He hath granted thee the deſires of thine heart. He hath 
commanded me to a ume a body, and to bring thiee con- 
ſolation and ſuccour. The Eternal, who incellantly 
watches over His creatures, who regards with an eye of 
beneficence the crawling inſet, as well as the archangel 
arraved in glory, hath ordered this earth to produce, in 
its holom, taltrtary remedics for the difeates of its in- 
babitants, who e b>dies, by the fall, are expoſed to pain 
aud ficknets, winch ſhall, by degrees, lead them to 
death and to corruption, the ſad conlequenees of having 
ditobeyeci their Maker. Friend, take thele plants, and 
thele flowers; they ire ipccifcs to reſtore health to thy 
father; boil them in the clear water ot the fountain: let 
him drink, and be whole. | | 

The angel having given him the falutary herbs, diſ- 
appeared, Struck with incxpretiivle aſtoniſhment, he 
remained fome time immoveable ; then brenthed the de- 
vout gratitude of his foul; in this ſhort ejaculation— 
What am I, O G34! what am I, that thou ſhouldſt 


thus gracionily reg my prayer? Jam but finful duft 


and aſhes. I Would praile Tine, O my God! but Thy 
bounties exceed all praile. The triump ant archangel 
cannot tutkciently cxa't hy name, yet tuou haſt de;gncd 
to accept the ſupplications of a worm.” ä 
His lively joy lent him wings. He ran to his cottage 
anch with e ger in pat lenee ji epared the odoriterous dnu— 
tion, This per:tormed, be {tw to his father. Lee 
was ſtul bathed in tears, and len daughters fat penſive by 
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58 TE DEATH OF ABEL. 
her ſide. They ſaw with ſurpriſe his eagerneſs, the 
joy which ſparkled in his eyes, and the fmile which ſu 
on his lips. Dry vp your tears, my beloved!” ſaid he, 


as he entered. Weep no more, O my niother! The 
Lord hath heard our prayers; He hath ſent us ſuccour. 


An angel hath appeared to me in the paitures. He har 

iven we aromatic herbs and flowers, gathered by his 
celeſtial hand. Boiltheſe, © faid he,” in clear water, 
and reſtore health to thy father. They heard his wer; 
with aſtoniſhment, and rendered thanks to the Lord, 


with gratitude and humble confidence. The ſick dran; | 
the healing draught, and ſoon experienced its ſalutar, 


—_ 
— 5 


effects. Adam now raited himlelf on his bed, and wit; | 


ardent piety offered up his adorations; then taking the 


hand of Abel, he prefled it to his check, and wetted it | 


with tears of joy, laying—* O my fon! bleſſed be thou, 


thou by whom God hath ſent me ſuccour; thou, who: | 
virtue pleaſcth the Lord; thou, whoſe prayers He accepts, 
and hath vouchſafed to anſwer. I again blels thee, *: 


ſon my beloved fon !”” Eve and her daughters then en- 
braced him, by whom the Lord had ſent him ſucccut. 
Cain at this inſtant entered the dwelling of his father, 


While in the field, he had been tormented with care and | 
anxiety: I will return,” faid he to himfelt—* I will. | 
turn to my father; perhaps he needs my aſſiſtance. Per. 


_ haps he is already dead, and I have not received a las 
bleſſing from his lips. I will haſten to him! love u | 


father. | 
On his entering, he ſaw with amazement their joy. 
He heard Adam bleſs his brother. Rlahaln, his witz, 


ran to him, and embracing him, ſaid—* The Lord, my * 


beloved, hath ſent us ſuccour by the hand ot. Abel. 


Cain approached the bed of Adam, and kiſſing his hard, 
faid— I falute thee, O my father! Praiſed be God, 
who reſtores thee to our tears! but, O my father! have 


you no bleſſing for me? You have bleed my brother, * 
by whom the Lord fent you help, blels me allo—n | 
your firſt born.“ Adam, giving him a look of affection, 


and preſſing his hand between both his, faid—* Igne 


thee 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 59 

thee my bleſſing, O Cain! Be bleſſed of God, O my 
£&:& born! May the favour of the Lord reſt always in 
thee! May thine heart enjoy tranquillity and peace, and 
tur ſoul uninterrupted repoie !* Cain then embraced his 


brother. How could he avoid it? all had embraced 
kim. 5 
C in left his father's dwelling; but it was to retire 
into the gloomy receſies of a thick grove, where, op- 


o:cſed with melancholy, he repeated atter Adam Peace 
and tranquillity an uninterrupted repoſe! ---How can J 
enjoy this tranquillity ?- - Where tall I fins this repoſe? 
Was I not forced to pytition for a bleſhng, while his 
afe&ion made him, unaſked, pour forth his loul in bleſ- 
inzs on my happy brother? He has allowed me my rank 
of firſt born; whit advantage to me is my luperiority? 
Mittry is my inheritance; diſdain my portion. It is by 
the hand of Abel the Lord hath reſtored heulth to my fa- 


ther, I am rejected. "Phe bright meflengers of Heaven 


pptar not to me: they pas me with contempt ; they ho- 
our me not with their regards. While 1 jpend my 
Hength in the labours of theficid ; while the tweat drops 
tom my tace, embrowned by the ſcorching tun, the 
angels hold converie with him, whoſe delicate hands are 
anioled by labour; who lies idle near his itucks, or, 
with unmanly foftnels, is thedding tears, becaute the 
tning dew glitters on the graſs and heroage, or the 
ting tun tinges the clouds with purple. Happy fa- 
gurite! all nature {miles on thee. I only teel the 
cri! Þ only eat my bread by the ſweat of my brow. 
{ne whole weight of divine malediction falls on my 


, 
* 


| ied, render thanks to the God who has reſtored my 
h.“ He left his bed, full of {trengih and vigour, 
| | and 
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60 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
and repaired, accompanied by his daughters, to the en. 
trance of his cottage. The departing tun diffuſcd 3 
mild light over the fields; Adam catt himſclf on his 
knees, "and viewed with tran! port, the country thus en- 


lignhtened. * Here am I, fail he, with ſervent effuſiog 
of heart---* here am IJ, my Sovereign Maſter, proſtrate 


before Thy face, penetrated with a lively ſenſe of Thin | 
infinite goudnels,---Ye agonizing pings! what are be. 
come of vou! e pierced my bone „ ye lcorched m 
vitals: yet, in the nc ot anguiſh, my foul Jolt nog 
her hope: ſhe pi ced her confi. cc in God, and wa 
not dita pointed. The Air: vi:ty lent a gracious ear to | 
the groans and cries of 2 "Ih er + he re aided the voice 
of a worm, Health returned: pain and {>rrow were no 


mere. Death fl not ya trimmph over my duit: 1 


3 


mall Kill praile my Max in this habitation of cliy, 
this houte of corr! aption, 15 „ill pralſe thec, O my God 
I will praiſe thee, from the early dawn = the rifu 1g G | 
the evening far. Wile my lout is cont: in this boch 


ct carth, it hall ſtammer forth its AE tiluic: but it 
will praite Thee in more exalted bias, wen, ditengn. | 
ged from this ohüructing ditt, it mall rite triumphant | 
and refine ; it ſhall the n behvuil Thee tact to face, ar- 
raycd in a il the luſtre 01 8520 iin Eniſiccr-e. 3 inge! „* 


relpienuent in licht, 4 4 1 VI Ur eres 0 8 Ave 8 UR 


finners, this able ot de: ith Fire eartit ioo from 15 


foundations whoa it bectune defilcn by it; f and its A. 
mignty XI. ker twined from it I's regirds; py on ti | 
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earth He nuw diphzys the wWenact Of £2) 
your golden harps. to His pralle. Exalt E 
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raphic ſtiains, while man, werk man, can only lip hs | 
rapture. I talute thee, O jun! I falnte thy retining 
e „ ene morning rays enlightene- | theſe fiel 
I gr,aned, Opprofl 9 by pain: who! ey Hlummed ur; | 
dwelline, I faiu cd them with my 920 ere they = 
given mes to tue grey tWilt! ur, Lam ere 3 than; 
to the Lord o: Like, who hath removed my gricts. 1 


ſalute you, ye lottv- mountains, and ve hills {cat'era 
; 788. 1 1 5 0 , Fa a 4 

over the plain! Mine eyes ſhall mill benoid, reflect 
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THE DEATH OP ABEL. 61 
from your ſummits, the glowing brightneſs of the riſing 
and the letting ſun.— ſalute you, O ye birds, who 
chant the prailes of the Eternal! your ſongs ſhall till 
recreate mine ear.—Ye limpid ſtreains, I thall again re- 
ſe my weary limbs on your flowery banks—again be 
lulled to reſt by your foft murmurs: —and, ye groves, ye 


| bowers, ye woods, I ſhall (till walk under your reireſh- 


ing ſhadcs : ye ſhall again fthield me from the ſun's too 
ardent ray, when, wrapped in profound meditation, I ſhall 
wander in your tragrant retreats, I ſalute thee, O na- 
ture entire; but I worthip and adore only nature's God, 
who ſupported wy vile clay, ien ready to crumble into. 
dult.“ 

The father of men thus praiſed the Lord, while the 
whole creation appeared attentive to his prayer, and 
ſeemed to telicitate his return to lite. The glorious orb 
of day darted un him its laſt rays. The young zephyrs 
watted on their ambrotial wings the aromatic pertumes 
ct the groves and gardens, as it charged by the flowers 
toexh1ic their tweets to him. The feathered inhabitants 
of the woods ſaluted him with their tottelt notes, as ac- 
tuited by a lively joy. 

Cain and Abel came under the ſhade while Adam 
was yet on his knees. They faw, with delight, their 


tather reſtored to health. The prayer ended, Adam 


aroie trom the earth; lie embraced, and received the 
enbraces ot his trantpurted children: he kitted, with 
tond attection, the moiſtened check of our general mo- 
ther, atter which, he, Eve, and their daughters, returned 
to tiew dwelling. Abel then addrefling himſelt to 
Cain, ſaid—“ Let us alſo, my dear brother, render 


tanks to God Mott High, who has reſtored to our 


teas gur att<Ctionate father. I will by the light of the 


moon which is now riſing, oftcr on mine altar a young 


amd. Wilt not thou alio, on thine altar, make an of- 

terin;: 2 : 

| Cain giving him a gloomy and angry look, faid— 
Les, 1 will prefent an offering to the Lord of what my 

batica fields afford.“ Abel „with graceful ſwertneſs, re- 
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62 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
plied—* O my brother ! the Lord our God counts az 
nothing the lamb that burns before him, neither doth he 
regard the fruits of the field which the fire conſumes, 
It is the ardent piety that flames in the heart of the 
worſhipper, that gives its offering all its value.” 

Cain returned—* The fire of heaven will perha 


— 


conſume thy victim: for by thee the Lord ſent health to 


our tather.— I am ditdained : however I will make my 
offering. I am, as well as thee, penetrated with grati- 
tude. Our father, who is reſtorcd to our withes, is 


equally dear to me as to thee. Let the Lord do with me, 


miſerable worm! according to his good pleature.” 


Abel tenderly threw himſelf on the neck of Cain, 
faying— Ah! my brother, my dear brother! doſt thou 


make the Lord's having tent, by my hand, reliet to our 


father, a new ſubject ot diſcontent? I was charged with 
this commiſſion for us all. All prayed to the Lord: 
the prayers of all were anſwered. Baniſh from thy 


bolom, my dear brother—let me entreat thee to baniſh for 


ever —theſe gloomy ideas! The Lord who fees into the 
inmoſt receſſes of our fouls, can ditcover their unjuſt 
thoughts and ſecret murmurs. Love me, as J love thee, 


Offer thine offering: but luffer it not to be defiled by | 


any impure ditpoſitions. May the Lord, O my brother! 
tavourably accept thy praiſes, and graciouſly ſhed his 
bleſſings on thee.” | | 

Cain anſwered not, but walked towards his field: and 


Abel, looking after him with a pitying eye, repaired to 


his paſtures. Each advanced to his altar: Abel flew a 
young lamb, laid it on the altar, ſcattere on it odorite- 
rous herbs and flowers, and put fire to the offering : then, 


warmed with fervent picty, proſtrated himſelt betore it, 


and with humble gratitude praiſed the Lord. The flame 
aroſe on high through the gloom of night, and en- 
lightened the fields and paſtures. The Lord forb. de the 
winds to blow, becaule the tacrifice was acceptable. 
Cain laid on his altar the fruits of the field, put fire 


to the offering, and allo proſtrated himtelt before it. In- 


ſtantly a terrific found was heard among the buſhes. A 
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furious whirlwind advanced towards the altar, diſperſed 
the offering of Cain, and covered him with flame and 
ſmoke. He retired trembling, when a majeſtic voice 

eded from the darkneſs, uttering theſe awful words 
Why trembleſt thou? Why is pale fear ſeen on thy 
viſage? There is yet time: correct thyſelt! Repent, and 
I will pardon thy fin! If thou doſt not, thy crime and 
its chaſtiſement ſhall purſue thee for ever. Why hateſt 
thou thy brother ? He loves thee : he honours thee with 
true affection. 
Cain, ſeized with horror, quitted the place of ſacrifice, 
2 tempeſtuous wind driving after him the infected imoke 
of the offering. Appalled with terror, he wandered 
through the darkneis: his heart trembled within him, 
and a cold ſweat ran down his face. Caſting his eyes 
around, he beheld the bright flame of his brother's ſacri- 
fice riſing in the air in ſpiry waves. At this view, he 
turned atide his head, and gnaſhing his teeth, cried— 
© Ah! there's the (acrifice of the favourite; Fly, mine 
eyes, this hateful ſight ! Another look would fill my foul 
with all the rage ot the infernals. I cannot help curſing, 
in my heart, this darling of heaven and of all nature— 
I cannot help curſing him with trembling lips. But 
turn, unhappy wretch! turn thy fury on thyſelf Come, 
O death! O deſtruction come, and put a period to my 
miſeries, and my lite !—Why, O my father, didſt thou 
luffer thyſelt to be ſeduced !—Why, O my mother, didſt 
thou entail miſeries on thy wretched ir” rs — Shall 
| preſent my ſelf before you, in the horrors of my deſ- 
pair? Shall my agonies, my terrors, my inſupportable 
wretchednels, ſhew you the diſtreſſes your fatal lapſe pre- 
pared for yourdeſcendants ?—Ah! no. Revenge not, un- 
happy man—revenge not thyſelt on a tather, by bringing 
betore his eyes a ſpectacle of ſuch horror! Seized with 
terror, he would expire in my fight, and I ſhould, if poſ- 
hble, be ſtill more wretched. The wrath of the Lord 
lies heavy on me, He has curſed me. He diſdains mine 


offering. I am the mcſt deſolate creature on the face of 


the earth, The animals of the field, the reptiles of 
F 2 the 
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the ground, compared with me, are worthy of envy. 
O merciful God! if it be poſſible, extend thine indul. 
gence to me. Turn from me, O God! thy fierce anger; 
or again reduce me to nothing !—But what do I tay? 
Oh, hard, obdurate heart! Correct thylelt, he hath ſaid, 
and I will pardon thy paſt ottences. Cimie Þardon or 
mitery !—miſery eternai! mitery inexpreſſible! Yes, I 
have ſinned; mine iniquities rife above my head: the 

cry for vengcance.— I nou art juſt, O God ! Thy ven. 
geance is allo juſt. The farther we ſtray trom the path 
of perfection an wiſuom, the tarther we ttray from 
happincis. I mutt Cen be guilty, ſince I am unhappy. 
I will forſake theſe ways of perverienets. 4 urn thine 
eyes, O God! from my paſt offences! Prelei ve we from 
cummitting new ones! Take pity on we, O my Gd! 
or reduce me to nethitg!' | 


BOCK IV. 


HE air was yet moiſt wit: the dew of night: the 
birds ſtill flept in filence: the ſun had not begun to 
gild the tops of the hills, or the hovering tvgs ot the 
morning: yet Cain, Ciltrefied and melancholy, had lett 
his cottagr. Nlahala, unknowing fhe was cviilieard, had 
wept and prayed tor him during the tedious night. 
Tie black traces of deſpair were too vitible in his coun- 
tenance to elcape the obiervation oi tis affectionate wii, 
Sie raiſed to heaven her ſupplicating hands, One begged 
for him mercy and forgivenc.s. She chtecated that the 
Divine contolations and grace might tooth and toten 
the heart of her wretched, human Her bveiy grief, 
her intenie devotion, 25 the feared diaurbing tin part- 
ner of her bed, were utterctt only in haus and icars:; 
yet the inarticulate cxpreſhons oi her torrom had reached 
the ears of Cain, who, unable to beau her griet, wane 
dered in the early dawn. His rum ung voce retoun— 
del through the profound calm of the feld like diitant 
thunder. Night odious! night heiribie! faid he. 
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« What black clonds furround me! what fears! what 
terrors! When my imagination began to be calmed, 
when gentle fleep had huſhed my griets, the voice of la- 
mentation awoke me. Alas! I only wake to be re-plun- 
ged in wretchedneſs. Shall I never more enjoy repoſe ? 
Why did ſhe pray and weep for me? She yet knows not 
that my offering was rejected Her tears increaſed my 
diſtreſs.— I cannot bear her groans—they add to my 

iefs they chace peace from my heart. This day, 
ike the laſt, muſt be paſſed in forrow and bitternels. 
While a ſmile of approbation rewards every action of 
my brother, while he enjoys every ſoothing delight, ter- 
ror and ladneſs purſue me. I love thee, Mahala—T love 
thee tenderly. Thou art dearer to me than myſelf. Why 
then ſhoulaſt thou, by thy lamentations, fill with an- 
eviſh the few hours of reſt my miſcries have left me? 

He ſtopt under a buſh that grew on the fide of a rock: 
O toft ſleep!” ſaid he, © reſtore me here thy balmy bleſ- 
ſings. Unhappy that I am, weakened by fatigue and 
terror, I invoke thee in my cottage. Scarce hadſt thou 
ſpread over me thy downy pinions, when the voice of 
ſorrow chaſed thee trom mine eyes. Here is none to 
trouble my repoſe, except beings inanimate, influenced 
by the wrath of heaven, can drive quiet trom me, even 
in this dittant retreat.—O earth] which, by a curſe too 
levere, requires ſuch. paintul labour—Alas! I only la- 
bour to prolong a life ot wretchedneſs—now, at leaſt, 
let me on thy boſom find ſome moments of reſt, to repair 
my exhauſted ſtrength. I expect no other happineſs : I 
know no greater.” He was tilent. He laid hunlelt on 
the fragrant graſs, and the power he had invoked wrapt 
him in his fable wing. 

Anamelech tecretly followed the ſteps of Cain. He 
was now at his hde. © A profound ſleep,” ſaid the ma- 
licious ſpirit, has cloſed his eyes. I will continue near 
him, to accomplith my purpoſe, and accelerate his ceſ- 
trudtion, —Come, athit me, ye hovering dreams, diſturb 
his ſoul with fantaſtic viſions: aſſemble each image that 
van inipire him with fury and diſtraction. Come Envy, 
| F 3 with 
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with corroſive tooth, hot rage, and every tumultuous 
paſſion.“ Thus ſpake the ſpirit impure, aud with intent 
malign laid him near Cain. A furious wind aroſe, it 
howled in the caverns of the rocks: it ſhook with dread. 
ful roar the buſhes, and rudely agitated the Ir of Cain, 
But in vain it how'ed in the caverns of the rocks: m 
vain it ſhock with dreadiul roar the buſhes: in vain it 
rudely agitated the hair of Cain: fleep tat heavy on his 
wearied eyelids, and he ſtill kept then cloied, 

He beheld in a dream a vaſt field, on which were 
ſcattered a number of mean cottages. He fav his tons 
and his grandtons diſperſed over the plain, where they 
reſolutely expoted themſclves to the mid. day lun, which 
darted his forching ravs on their e Ailcguous at 
their painful labours, tometimes they gathered truit for 
their tubhitence z at others pr arty ne earth to receive 
freſh feeds; or, ſtooping, wounded their lands wil l3 pulling 
up the thorny brambies; left they ſhould chonk the rifing 
gra! n, and ellen tl 1 I . of their former induſtry. He 
law alſo their wives buſied in domeſtic I» hour. He beheld 
them preparing a frugal refreſiment a gainſt the return 
of their hutbands. Elicl, his eldeft fon, then appeared 
before him. He {aw iow litt with difficult 1 heavy 
burden from the earth: he bore it on his oulders, tot- 
tering under the loaf; the {weat ſtreamed from his 
embrowned face, and jorrow ant difcont ent appeared in 
his eyes.—* What a lite of milery 3 Fed 1.1 © How 
well is the prediction fulfiiledl, which in d—* Man ſhall 
eat his brea4 by the{weat of his bros! Dil the Creator 
baniſh from his pre nec all the offspring of Alam? or 
did the curſe aifect only the EW of the firit-born ? 
Too fev erely is it ſelt hy us, the tons of Cai n: our pore 
tion is labour an indigence; while in vonder fields, 
inhabited by the children of A bel, from wir ch our unni- 
tural kinſmen have banithed us to thei: barren detarts, is 
concentred all that can give delight to man. There the 
earth ſpontaneouſly pour's torth her hount ties T hoie 
{ons of luxury recline in iragrant bowers. Nature herſcit 
ſeems ſubſcrvient to their eat and floth. Eyer y comfort, 
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every pleaſure, if pleature is to be tound on earth, is the 

rtion of thele ena, ores idlers.* Thus murmuring, 
Eliel flowly ſtaggered towards the cot ages. 

Cain was now carried, on imagination's ſport! ve wing, 
to a plain enameiled with a variety of flowers, witered 
by limpid brocks, which m anderine ran with ſolt mur- 
murs nrar aromatic bowers, u. ncr the ſhade of tutted 
groves. The banks were G-<cerated wich loiry- trees, and 


! 


the clear water reficting the _ colburs of their teveral 


fruits, forme a new land ic. pe. The ſtreums, alter thus 


toving tin rough the flowery turk, | 6 ich- <1 heir wandering 
courle in an ampt- lake, witoie glatly furtace was finoot 1 
and unruffled. ie tav at adittance act n groe, here 
playec ! he wanton zevrs, tanning with t heir ambrofial 
wings file tweots a ound. Te proſp- + vas terminated 
by à range of lolt; = g- trees, which {prca1r extenſive 
ſhade over the ten ler flowers. Ia this ee ih ot 
were accummlited 7 il te Lenuties with witch imaginative 
fable has acccrated the charming vale a Fe „pe 2,: Or 
Cnidus's luxirious and ; where ole, cunſeratcd to Ve- 
nus, a magulticic t teinple on lucid columns. 

Can Liv in his dream flocks white as the falling Now 
ſport ing in tie mealows,or crop! pin ga plenteous herbage, 
while the indo! ent ſhepherd, whole head was e encircled 
with 2 wieath 04 lovers, lay reciinz: are f exiing 
Palin, c LING to theiymo.tthiziny obe A oy Mon 
al amorous lay. Tüte boys e F ning as the Loves, 
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and girls tweet as tho Graces, 1titcimbies un 8 r arch:s ot 
» * 1 2 

inter N Oven : Cy 1 les A1 m rtles, where with TLC 
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feet th ey forme the feitive dne. Incchtight juice of 


a 
tie grape ſparkled in gohten gohlets, and deiccions iryutts 
were (pred on tables coviret with flowers: wu the 
amb ent air reiom {fol with vocal ant vita mental hare 
monx. Gun Witt terret Detch une chüldrenot difitpte 
tion. He las a young min rig in tem lit oft artive 
alle moly, N heart hin hu al leis brecuren - I 
rejoice with you ly uy pet trends; Þ force in your 
preſent *elcity,. Nature Haile en us: me has wited in 
ths deliz:tful 15 t A tut an atm the eye; or ravida 
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the heart; but to conſerve her bounties, we muſt agai 
return to labour; and labour is troubleſome and fatiguing. 
Shall our hands, formed to touch the ſoft lute, and 
founding lyre, be rendered callous by the drudgery of 
the field! Shall our heads, which ſo well become tneſe 
encircling roles, be again expoſed to the ſun's fierce rays? 
No, we will recline on beds of violets under the myrtle, 
while the hardy fons of earth, the brawny inhabitants 
of vonder plain, ſhall for us endure the toil of labour, 
The men ſhall till dur grounds, their wives and daughters 
ſhall be the ſervants of ours. What lay ye, my gay 
companions, is the proſpect pleaſing? You mile appro- 
bation. Lend me your aſſiſtance, my dear brethren, and 
ere to-morrow's dawn we will make it a joytul reality, 
When the tun has withdrawn his rays from the earth, 
and night has ſpread over it her mantle of darkneſs, we 
will march in ſi:cnce to the cottages of theſe ruſtics.— 
We ſhall doubtleis find them, atter the rugged toil of 
the day, buried inthe arms ct fleep, and ſhall eaſily take 
them captive. It is true, our number 1s ſuperior to 
their's, and you may wender that I recommend ſilence, 
and chuſe night for our expedition; but, my friends, the 
men are ſtrong; hardſhip and fatigue have braced their 
nerves, and deſpair may render them deiperate. Let us 
then avoid a battle, in which, it victors, we mult ſuffer 
ſome loſs, and chute the leaſt dangerous meth+.d of effect. 
ing our purpote.” The young man was filent. The 
whole aſſembly were unanimous in his praiſes, and ſhewed 
their readineſs to join in the internal Icheme by loud ſhouts 
of applauic. | 


A new ſcene now ſtruck the eves of Cain. It was 


night, and the inhuman artifice was in execution. He 
heard cries of deſolation and terror intermingled with 
ſhouts of inſult and triumph. He beheld the fields and 
rocks illumined by the flames of the burning cottages; 


by this dreadiul light he ſaw his tons and grand ſons 


bound, nd, with their wives nd infants, tamely marching 
before the children of Abel, like u flock of bleating ſheep. 
Such was the dream of Cain. He was difireſicd, though 

| aſlecp. 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 69 
aſleep. When Abel, having perceived him under the 
buſhes at the foot of the rock, approached, and with 
looks of affection, and in a voice of tenderneis, ſaid- 
« Ah, my brother, ſoon mayeſt thou awake ! I long to 
embrace thee, and to exprets the ſweet tenfations by which 
my heart is engroſſed. I love thee, my brother: I ſee 
with pain thy uneaſineis, and gladly would remove from 
thy foul the latal jealouſy that imbitters thy days. A- 
wake, O Cain! awake, that my heart muy again know 
the plealures of reconciliation.---But ſoft, ye impatient 
wiſhes. --- Breathe gentle, ye winds :---ye birds, ccaſe 
your untimely mel dy, lt ye diſturb the precious repole 
of my brother, —Perhaps his 1atigued limbs require yet 
longer the reſtorative influences of flecp. But how he 
lies! -how pale !---how wan !--- His features ſeem diſtort- 
ed by fury.--- Why do you diltrels him, ye viſions ot ter- 
ror! Leave his foul to enjoy tranquillity, ye imaginary hor- 
rors. Take poſlaſſion of it ye pleaſing images. Prelent to 


his mind the wert occupations ct dome ſtic lite; the ten - 


der delights of the huihand and the father. May every thing 
molt lovely in the creation hi] his imagmation, and ſooth 
his foul! May he awake calm and ſiniling as the 
vernal morn! Nay joy expand his countenance, and his 
delighted heart utter its gratitude to the Great Giver of 
ertry good in devout praite. He ipoke no more, but ſtood 
ſtedtaltly looking at Cain, while aſtoniſument, inquie- 
tude, and tender love, were vifible in his eyes. 

As a fierce lion couching at the foot of à rock, (who, 
though atleep, freczes with terror the trembling traveller, 
and obliges hun to take a wide circuit to avoid the dreadtul 
bealt) it the murderous arrow, in its rapid fligi: pierces 
his tide, ſuddenly ſtarts, and, with dreadful rozr, ſeeks 
his enemy. He fcoms--- He rages--- His blazing eyes me- 
ce deſtruction -The firſt object he meets is the victim 
or his fury; perhaps an innocent child, playing on the 
rats with the variegated flowers. Not leis terrible roſe 
Cain. His eyes were enflamed, and rancour fat on his 
pd cheek. A form of wrath was gather ing. 
The cloud burſt. He lamped his icot on the ground 
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© Open, O earth!” he cried ; © Open, O earth! and hide 
me. hide me from my miſeries, in thy loweſt abyſs, 
My life is one continued round of diſtreſs and torture: 
and, as if this was not enough, I ſee---inlupportable 
proſpect i I ſee that my children ſhallone day inherit my 
miſeries. But I implore in vain; thou wilt not open. 
The Almighty Avenger reſtrains thee. I muſt, ſuch 
is His will- I muſt be wretched! and, that future evils 
may diſturb my ſcanty enjoyment of preſent good, He 
himſelf draws aſide the veil. Curſt be the hour when my 
mother by my birth, gave the firſt proof of her (ad fer. | 
tility! Curſt be the place where ſhe firſt felt the pangs of 
child-birth ! May all its products periſh! May he that 
ſhall ſow it, loſe his grain and his labour ! May ſudden 
terror ſtrike, even to the bones, all who ſhall paſs overit! | 
Thiſe were the imprecations of Cain. When Abel, 
pale as the ſculptured marble, ventured to approach him 
with flow and unſteady ftep. * My brother!“ ſaid he, 
in a trembling voice.---* No---O my God !---Horror | 
freezes my blood.---One of the ſeditious ſpirits, whom 
the Eternal precipitated from heaven, has ſurely taken 
his form, under which he utters his blaſphemies !--- Where ' 
art thou, iny brother? I fly to ſeek thee---to bleſs thee, 
- -Where art thou, my brother!“ | | 
© Here I am, ' cried Cain, in a voice of thunder: 
© here am I, thou loft favourite !---thou dear minion of 
the vengeful Eternal, and of all nature !---thou, whoſe | 
viperous race are one day ſolely to engrols all the felicity | 
of this world! Yes, ſo it muſt be. It is fit there ſhould | 
be a tribe of ſlaves, as beaſts of burden to the favourite 
lineage. Their delicate limbs muſt not endure the hard- | 
ſhips of labour. Formed only tor voluptuous idlenels, | 
theſe ſons of floth muſt recline in ſhady bowers, while— 
The rage of hellis in my heart—Cannot I— 
© Cain! my brother!” ſaid Abel, interrupting him, 
with a voice and look that at once expreſſed his horror, 
affect ion, and altoniſhment : © What terrifying dream has | 
troubled thy foul ? IT fought thee in the early dawn, 
I came to embrace thee at the ſpringing day. But 4 | 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 71 
do I find thee agitated ? How doſt thou return my ten- 
der love? When, oh when, my deareſt brother ! ſhall 
peace, ſhall amity bleſs our dwellings? When will come 
the happy day—a day, after which our indulgent parents 
ſo ardently long, when fraternal affection and ſocial joy 


ſhall be firmly re-eſtabliſhed ! O Cain! Cain! canſt 


thou ſo ſoon forget the pleafures of reconciliation, of 


which thou ſeemealt fo ſenſible, when, in a rapture of 
joy and friendſhip, I flew into thine arms. Have I of- 


fended thee, my brother ?—Unknowingly have I offended 
thee then ?—But, why doſt thou caſt on me ſuch 
furious looks! By all that is facred, I conjure thee to 
forget my involuntary tault, and receive my embraces.” 
As Abel pronounced the laſt words, he ſtooped to claſp 
the knees of his brother: but Cain ſtarted back, crying, 
— Ah, thou lerpent ! Wouldſt thou twine thyſelf 
about me? At the fame inſtaut, with an arm ſtrength- 
ened by rage, he ſwung a matly club, and ſmote the 
head of his brother. The innocent victim of his fury 
fell at his feet. The bones of his head were cruſhed. 
He once railed his dying eyes to his unnatural brother, 
and giving him a look of pardon and pity, expired. His 
blood dittained the waving curls of his fair hair, and 
ran in a ſtream to the feet of his murderer, 

Cain ſtood mot ionlets, ſtiffened with horror. The 
cold ſweat ran trom his trembling members, while he 
beheld with agony the latt convulions of his expiring 
brother. The ſmoke of the blood he had ſhed aſcended 
even to him. Curted blow !* he cried, * My t brother!“ 
© Awake—awake ! O my brother — How pale !—His 


eyes are fixed !—The blood ſtreams from his head !— _ 


Milerable that I was—Ah ! what am I now ?—laternal 
horrors !'— | 

Thus he cried aloud, and furiouſly threw from him 
the bloody club: then with violence ſtruck his temples. 
He ſtooped to the dead body, and endeavoured to raiſe 
it from the earth, crying—* Abel !---my brother !--- 
awake ! --Ah ! what tortures do I feel l- How his head 
langs 1---how it bleeds !---how helplcts | Dead! O an- 

| | | — gal 
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72 THE DEATH OF ABEL. | 
guith inſupportable !—he is dead ! My crime is with. 
out remedy ! I fly---whither fly ? My tottering knee, 
will ſcarce bear me! Having thus ſpoke, trembling, he 
hid himſelf among the buſhes. 

The ſeducer, with triumph in his look, remained near 
the dead. Elate with pride, he ſtretched his gigaatic 
form to its full height, and his countenance was not leis 
dreadiul than the black pillar of ſmoke, ariſing from 
the half conſumed luinber of a lonely cottage, is to the 
inhahitants, who, returning from their peaceiul labours, 


the devouring flames. Anamalech followed the crimi. 


tation. He then caſt on the bleeding body a look of 
complacency. Pleaſing tight !* ſaid he: I fee for the 
firſt time, this earth wet with human blood. The flow 
of the ſacred ſprings of heaven, before the fatal hour 
when the NIaſter of the untverſe precipitated us from 
thoſe feats of biils, never gave me half this pleaiure, 
Never did the harmonious harps of the archangels give 
me ſuch delight, as the laſt fighs of a brother murdere! 
by his bruther.--- And thou, the noble: it of thy Maker's 
works: thou laſt beſt effort of his creating hand, what 


youth ! Rite, thou friend of angels! This indolence i 


he ſtirs not. His own brother has left him weltering in 
his blood. No, that hondur is mine. I guided the 
arm of the fatricide. It is by actions, ſuch as Satan 
himſelf would boaſt, I ſhall rite above the vile populace 
of hell. I haſten to the foot of the internal throne. 
The vaſt concave of the fiery gulph will reverberate my 
praiies. I ſhall move in triumph through crowds d. 
ignoble ſpirits, whom no hardy achievement has digi- 
fied, and lock down with ſcorn on thoſe who till now 
were accounted my equals. Inflated with arrogance, 
he turned once more to glut his eyes with a laſt view of 
the victim: but the hideous traces of deſpair inftar- 
taneouſly diſſipated his ironic ſuule, and citacec the ti 
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nal with his eycs, while a ruthleſs ſmile ſpoke his exul. | 


find all their conveniences, all their riches, the prey of | 


a delpicable figure doſt thou now make! Rile, beautiful 
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thine orilons ili becomes the worſhip of thy God !---But | 


, 6 as 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 73 
umphant pride which ſat on his expanded brow. The 
Lord commanded, and he was ſeized by infernal horrors ; 
he was overwh-lmed by a deluge of torture. He now. 


curſed his exiſtence: he curled eternity replete with tor · 


ments, and yelling fled, 

The laſt ſighs of the dying aſcended to the throne of 
God, and demanded of Eternal Juttice vengeance on 
the murdered. Thunder was heard trom the noly ſanc- 
tuary. The golden harp cealed to found. The eternal 
hallelujahs were interrupted. Three times the thunder 
echoed through the lofty arch of heaven. This awtul 
found was ſucceeded by the majeittc voice of God, iſſuing 
from the filver cloud that encompailed his throne. . It 
ſummoned an archangel. The lucid ſpirit advanced to- 
wards the feat of the Moſt High, veiling his face with 
his effulgent wings: and God faid—* Death has made 
his firſt prey on man. Hencelorth be it thy function to 
aſſemble the fouls of the juſt. I mylelt ſpoke to that of 
Abel when he fell. When the righteous man is lan- 
guiſhing in the cold ſweat of death, be thou at his ſide. 
By aſſuring him of eternal felicity, ſupport him in thoſe 
moments of anxiety, when his ſoul, trembling at the 
view of his paſt lite, dreads a ſeparat ion from its duſt. 
Thou ſhalt then claim his fury, and inſpire him with 
confidence. Thou ſhalt turn his eyes from my rigor- 
ous juſtice, and fix them on my long-luffering and ten- 
der mercies. Halten now towards the earth, to meet 
the ſou] of Abel. Thou, Michael, go with him, and 
declare to the murdered the ſentence pronounced againſt 
him. Thus ſpake the Eternal, and again the thunder 
thrice echoed through the lotty arch of heaven. The 
archangels, with rapid wing, paſſed through the celeſ- 
tial ranks. The gates of the Divine abode ſpont ane- 
oully opening to the heavenly meſſengers, they traverſed 
the boundleſs expanſe, on all fides reſplendent, amidſt 
ſuns without number, and alighted on the earth. 

The angel of death called forth the foul of Abel from 
the enſanguined duſt. It advanced with a ſinile of joy. 
The more pure and fpiritous parts of the body flew off, 
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74 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
and mixing with the balſamic exhalations, wafted by the 
zephyrs from the flowers which ſpring up within the 
compals irradiated by the angel, environed the ſoul, 
forming for it an etherial body. It ſaw, witha tranſport 
till then unknown, the bright meſſenger coming towards it, 
© I falute thee,” ſaid the celeſtial ſpirit, while benig. 
nity and joy beamed in his eyes: I falute thee, O happy 
ſoul! now diſengaged trom thy encumbering duſt. Re. 
ceive my embraces ! It is to me an increaſe of felicity, 
that I am choſen by the Moſt High to introduce thee 
into the res!n:s of light and bliſs, where myriads of an- 
gels wait to hai} thee., Conceive, if thou canſt, beloved 
toul; conceive what it is to behold God tace to face to 
have communion with him for ever. Thou art going 
to experience the riches of his grace, the wonders of his 
love. Thou wilt ſoon know the immenſe rewards with 
which he recumpenſes virtue. O thou, who haſt firſt 
i1id down thy covering of duſt, to be cloathed in light, 
] once more embrace three.“ | | 
Permit ine allo to embrace thee, ccleſtial friend, replied 
the toul : and overpowered by the ecſtatic ſenſe of bea- 
titude, it reclined on the angel. Delight extreme!— 
bliſs inexpreſſible! While my ſoul was impriſoned in the 
perithing clay, from which it is now relealed, I Madita- 
ted in lolitnde, by the mild and ſoft light of the unclouded 
mocn, on the charms oi virtue, on the glories of my 
God. Thele fublime ob;ccts, even then, elevated me 
above myielt, and I experienced, without Knowing it, 2 
taint dawn of the telicity 1 at pretent taite. But how 
much niore attractive now are the charms of virtue! How 
are my ideas of the Divine attributes exalted and enlar- 
ged ! What new thoughts !— What are now the beauties of 
ſpring ! O tun! where is now thy dazziing luſtre? The en- 
rayturea toul again embraced the angel, and continued to 
utter its tran{ports. * IEternity now is mine. All ſublunary 
cares are at an end. I ſhall for ever be employed in praiſing 
my God, who, with unbounded benihcence, beſtows never. 


ending telicity on the foul that pants aiter virtue, and de- 


lig hts inti. beauty of goouncts. Forever ill! Iexalt his 
name z 
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name; for ever ſhall I enjoy ineffable bliſs :-for I ſhall tee 
Him as He is. | 

Thus did theſe two happy ſpirits interchange recipro- 
cal endearments, and the ſweet embrace. Follow me, 
my friend,” faid the archangel—* Follow my flight. Let 
us quit this earth: nothing here can now be dear to thee, 
but the virtuous. Regret not to leave them behind ; 
for, after a few more riſing and ſetting ſuns, they too 
will partake of thy felicity. At prelent the celeſtial 
choir waits with ardent expectation thy coming. Haften 


to embrace thy new friends, and join with them in in- 


ceſſant hallelujahs to the Eternal. 
I follow thee,” replied the righteous ſoul. Into 
what a torrent of delight and felicity art thou conveying 


me, dear and reſpectable friend, whoſe nature is ſo far 
ſuperior to mine -O my beloved kindred | whom I leave 


fill embodied in the duſt; who mult ſtill remain in this 
vale of tears; when the days of your lives are fulfi led, 


when the hour of your diltolution is at hand, and the 


celeſtial introducer of fouls ſhall deſcend to meet you, 1 
will accompany him : for at the foot of the Almighty's 
throne I will beg this grace. With what joy ſhall I 
ſee your pure and holy fouls riſe from this feat ot cor- 
ruption, from this reign of death !—And thou too 
Thirza, my dear and tender companion ! when thou haſt 
yet a little longer wept over my mouldring duſt, and 
haſt reared to virtue the intant that now begins to prat- 
tle forth its thoughts, thou muſt be the prey of death. 


Whatzrapture! when thy toul, quitting the cold clay, 


ſhall fly into mine arms. 


Thus ſpoke Abel, and riſing in the air, began to 


loſe ſight of the earth. As his eyes were taking a laſt 
look on the dwellings, whole inhabitants were ſtill dear 
to him, he beheld his brother: remorſe was imprinted 
on his countenance ; his clenched hands were held over 
his head ; he ſuddenly lifted up his eyes to heaven, then 
trantic with deſpair, ftruck with repeated blows his 
throbbing breaſt; he catt himſelf in agony on the earth, 
and rolled in the duit, Tears of compaſſion dropped 
G 3 | from 
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from the eyes of the happy, and he turned aſide from the 
frightful ſcene. His heavenly conductor was now joined 
by multitudes of angels; the tutelar ſpirits of the earth 
ſurrounded the celeſtial travellers; they congratulated the 
foul of Abel on its deliverance trom jm and death; they 
embraced him in holy rapture z and having eſcorted him to 
the confines ot tlie terreſtrial atmotphere, they reclined ona 
crimſon cloud, and, to che ſoft lute and ſilver harp, joined 
the melody of their celeſtial voices, chanting, in chorus, 
© He riſes ! the new inhabitant of heaven rites to his 
native land. Render him homage ye brilliant conſtella- 
tions, which roll in the immenſity of ſpace: render ho- 
mage, with gladnels, to the earth, your companion. 
What glory to the opaque ſphere to have nouriſhed in 
its duſt a being prepared tor the joys of immortality!— 
Glow, ye ficlds, with brighter vercdure Reflect, ye 
hilis, a purer light ! 

He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes to his 
native land, Legiors of angels wait his arrival at the 
_ celeſtial portals, With what rapturc will they welcome 
their new eompanion to the feats of biils! They will 
crown him with untading rotes. What will be his tranſ- 
port whien lie traverſes the flowery field or heaven! when, 
under the aromatic bowers of eternal verdure, be joins 
_ theangeiic choir in their ſongs of prail-, aſcribing glcry, 
honour, power and dominion, to the ſcurce of happinels, 
the Sle pricciple of all gend! 
ready hzve we celebrated the day when his foul 
defcenc.} fiom the hands cf its Creator, and entered into 
its bo, carth. Aireacy, O tcttive day! kait thou 
been ccicl' i, and wiil fill celebrate, thee, We 
ſaw lis young mind une in Every virtue: it hattened 
to maturity and ſtrength, Ike the hliy in tue 1p! ing. We 
have ſcen, with joy, his atpirations atter pertection. In- 
viſible, we Lave Lcheld the unifermity ot his lite, the 
cor:hftency ct his actions. We have joined in his devout 
prailcs, we have ſympathized in his tender ſorrow. His 
virtucus tears have given joy to the angels. Virtue was 
his nictive and guide. For ever ſhall he enjoy the te- 
wards ot virtue. | He 
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« Heriſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes to his 
native land. Receive him, ye ſons of light! crown him 
with celeſtial roſes! Honour him whom the Moſt High 
delighteth to honour! Yonder, like a faded flower, lies 
the duſt he has abandoned, —Parent earth receive it in 
thy boſom : again receive the precious dult! Each ſpring it 
ſhallproduce odoriterous flowers. Each year we will ſolem- 
nize the day in which his righteous foul quitted the earth.” 

Thus they fang ; then, borne on their lucid cloud, 
deſcended to the earth. Cain wandered in deſpair among 
the buſhes. He roved from place to place; but change ot 
ſituation decreated not the horror that had lodged itſelf 
in his convulſed heart. Oh, that I could no more ſce 
the ſtreaming blood! he cried, I fly, but the blood 
follows me ſtill— till it runs to my feet. Where ſhall I 
fly ?—Where ?—Miſcrible that [ am !—His laſt look !— 
What have I done? The drzadtul deed is te work of 
hell—I already tecl its tortures ! I have, with him, mur- 
dered his unborn offspring. —A'! whit note is that 


among the buthes ? Why ſighs the dead? Away, hafte. 


feet, tar away from the purining blood—far away from 
the dread ful tight of death | Drag me away, ye trembling 
knees, Iprinkled with a brother's blood, to hell!“ At 
theſe words he walked with faſt and unequal Reps. 

A black cloud alighted at his tect, from the midſt of 
which iſſued an awtul voice, faying—* Cain, where is 
thy brother? —“ I know not —miſerablel me! Am I my 
brother's keeper ?* antwered he, ſtammering and retreating 
back, pale as the litelets corpic vt Abel. Loud thunders 
now burit from the cloud; the grats and buſhes blazed 
around him, and Michael the archangel ſtood before him, 
arrayed in terror. On his majeſtic brow were imprinted 
the menaces of the Lord. In his right hand he held the 
torked lightning, and extended his leit over the appalled 
ſimner. He ſpoke, and it again thundered. * Stop creme 
bler! Hear thy ientence. Thus faitn the Lord“ What 
hatt thou done? the voice oi thy brother's blood cricth to 
me. Thou art curſed on the carth, which hath drank 
the blood of thy brother, ſhed by thy hand, To thee it 
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ſhall be for ever barren, and thou ſhalt be a vagabond on 


its ſurface. The terrified ſinner was mute and immoyg 
able; his head bent, and his eyes fixed on the ground, 
while his heart was torn with anguiſh. He attempted 
to ſpeak ; but only inarticulate ſtammerings came frem 
| his trembling lips, while dread ſtill kept his eyes fixed 
on the iearth. At length he cried, in a voice which 
ſpoke his anguiſh—* My crime is too great—ah ! much 
too great, euer to be forgiven. Now, O inexorabie God 
the » haſt cvri-d me on the earth, and— Where can I] 
hide m vſclt lem Ihe precence ? Ban: thed from fociety 
—a vag, ond t uu metts me will flay me, and 
rid the dar „ot an {0 2Mmous murderer. 

A vere ice fon fold more dieadful than thine, 
ſha! i who ſhe they blood,” ſaid the angel, 
ſpeaking £21 n tin. „„. Dark diſduictude and 
gnawing rente are ſtrongiy umprir ted on tu wow, By 
there marks ſhalt thou be Kno, and all, on ſteing thee, 


ſh3!! quit the path made by thy wandering fert, crying 


«There goes Cain the murderer ! Tac angel having thus 
anncmuctd the Divine 2 athema, di appeared, Thunder 
again 1d Hoem the ring cloud, and a dieadful whirl. 
wind tore up by the roots the trees and buſhes. 

Cain ſtood mot ionleſs. Deſpair glared in his eyes; yet 
fierc cls wos ſtili ſeen in his buſhy bros. I he furious 
winds ſho His erect hair. Wild fear, at length, forced 
from hishvid ardquivering lips theſe horrid accents. Why 
has he not annhilated me ?—Wheretore not annihilated 


me, that no traces of me might remain in the creation? | 


Why was I nov! blaſted by his lightnings? Why Cid not his 
thundei ſtrike me to the depth ot the carth? But ms ire 
reſerves me for perpetual ſufferings: tor ment withou: end, 
Deteſted by my fellov creatures—allnature abhors me—1 
abhor myſelf. Already the attendants en gilt haunt me: 
ſhame, remorſe, deſpair— Shut ont from human ſociety, 
baniſhied from God, I ſhail, while on earth, feel the tor- 
ments of hel!.—] feel them now. Curſed be thou, O arm, 
whic!: fo haſtily executed the impulſes of paſſion ; mayelt 
thou wither on my bedy, like the blighted limb of a mo 
| Curt 
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Curſed be the hour when a dream from hell deceived me 
And thou, infernai fiend, who ſuggeſted it! Where art 
thou now, that I may curſe thee? Art thou returned to hell? 
Mayeſt thou there ſuffer inceſſantly what I now feel! No- 
thing worſe can I wiſh thee. —This is your triumph, ye 
ſpirits of darkneſs! Gaze on, ye devils, and wonder at my 
miſery !'—Spent with agony, he fat down on the trunk of a 
fallen tree, and remained, without ſtrength or voice, mo- 
tionleſs at the dead. Then ſtarting, he cried—* Ha! what 
noiſe is that? It is the voice of murdered Abel! he groans 
II ſee his ſtreaming blood !—O my brother! my brother! 
in pity to my inexpreſſible anguiſh, ceaſe to haunt me] 
He now continued ſitting in tpeechlets agony, ſighs only 
burſting from nis tortured heart. Inthe mean time the fa- 
ther of mankind, with his amiable ſpouſe, having lett their 
cottage, came forth to enjoy the fragrance and beauty of the 


early day. With what majeſty does the ſun dart his firſt 


rays !* cried Eve. How they gild the flimſy miſt that ho- 
vers over yonder ficid | How charming the appearance of 
the country ! Let vs walk on, Adam, amid the dew, till 
the hour of labour calls thee to the field, and me to our 
duclling. Omy beloved! this earth is ſtill lovely. See, 
Adam, how all the creatures rejoice : each buſh, each emi- 
nence pours forth its melody! The beaſts too, how they triſk 
and bound, and chale each other ! with what gaiety and 
life they welcome the morning rays! Adam anſwered— 
Ves, my love, the earth is ſtill beautiful; it ſtill bears viſi- 
bie marks ot the prelence of God, and of his infinite good- 
neſs, vhich our folly and ingratitude have not yet been able 
to exhauſt. Yes, His mercy, His munificence, exceed the 
power of words to expreſs, are too great for the rejoiced 
heart to conceive. Let us haſten, Eve, through thoſe flow- 
ery fields, to the ſmiling paſtures where Abel feeds his 
fluck. Perhaps we may find that amiable, thatdutiful fon, 
chanting his morning hymn, and, in devout melody, prait- 


ing his Creator. Dear Adam, returned Eve, let us 


hrit go to the field of Cain. E have in this baſket brought 

2 little preſent tor my firſt born. I have culled out ſome of 

the belt of my figs, and a few bunches of my fineit dried 
X dra Pes. 
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They will be an agreeable refreſhment for ki 
— Drop A he retires to the ſhade, faint and fati * 
with labour. Let us go to him firſt, my ſpouſe: for tain 
would I eraſe from his mind the idea that he is not beloved 
by us with the ſam< affect ion that we love his brother,” 
© How attentive, my deareſt, is thy tenderneſs!" replied 
Adam: I will accompany thee with joy to the field of 
Cain. Let us carry him thy preſent, that he may not lay all 
our concern and love are laviſned on Abel. May the ſerenity 
of this delightful morning diſpoſe his heart to the imprei- 
ſions of tenderneſs !* They now redoubled their pace, and 
walked towards the open country. How happy, ſaid Eve, 
as ſhe was going on—* how happy ſhould I think myſelt, 


if, when nature thus ſmiles, and awakens every ſentiment | 


of tenderneis and joy, our firſt born receives us with affec. 


tion! It his heart is open to the ſoit icnfations of filial loye!* 


They now came from behind ſome buſhes, Eve walking 
a little before, when ſuddenly ſtepping back, ſhe cried, with 
a tremulous voice—* Who lies there? Adam, who's that 


lies there ?—He lieth not like one alleep— His face is on the 


ground Thole golden locks are Abels. Adam, why do 
{ tremble ?—Abel! Abel! awake —awake, my lon! turn 
to me thy face turn to me thy tace ! Awake, ah! awake, 
dear fon, from a fleep that freezes mciwith terror |'— They 
approached nearer. —* What do I tee !* cried Adam, trem- 
bling andretiring back. Blood! blood trickling from his 
temples ! His head is covered with blood !'—* O Abel! 0 
my fon !—my fon !—my dear ton! cried Eve, lifting up 
his arm ſtiffened by death; then funk, pale as the object ſhe 
lamented, on Adam's throbbing breaſt. Horror and griet 
deprived them hoth of voice, when Cain, trantic with deſ- 
pair, came, without deſign, to the place where lay the dead 
body of his brother, and ſecing near the corple his facher 
motionlets! and his mother pale and liteleis in his arms, he 
cried out trembling—* He is dead Killed him !—Curl- 
_ ed be the hour, O tather of men, when thou begatteit me 
—And thou, woman, curied he the inftant when thou 
broughteſt me torth !'—He is dead !—I killed him!” re- 
peated he, aud ſled. Our futt parents lat, pale and ſilent, 

| without 
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THE DEATH or ABEL. 81 
without ſign of life, except an unĩverſal trembling. Adam 
firſt recovered from his lethargy of ſtupid grief. Where 


am TI?” hecried with broken accents. * How I tremble] — 


My God ! my Ged !---Ah, there he lies!--- Wretched fa- 
ther!--- What horrors ſhake my ſou} !--- How can I ſupport 
the dreadful thought !--- His brother killed him !---he has 
curled us l- O Abel! O my (on! My veins are chilled; my 
blood runs cold.--- Ah, miterable parent! One ſon has cur. 
ſed thee; the other lies before thee, embrued in his own 


blood. What evils, what torments, have I brought on my 


ſelf, and my wretched offspring !--- Ah, fatal fin !--- And 


thou too Eve, thou awakeſt not l How my terrors en- 


creaſe !--- Art thou dead too? · Am T left alone, a prey to 


anguiſh ?---Yet, O God, in the midſt of deſolation, I adore 


Thy decrees, I revere Thy juttice---I am a finner.---An 
icy coldneſs inſinuates itſelt into my beating heart. My 
eyes fail.---O Death i O my dear fon!” He then again caſt 
2 lcok on the dead body: the tears flowed down his venera- 
ble tace, and with them ran the cold ſweat. Thou at laſt 


awakeſt dear Eve, he continued: but, alas l to what in - 
expreſſible tortures doſt thou awake ! Ah ! what diſtreſs is 


ſen in thy weeping eyes, dear companion of my miſery.” 

© Adam,” replied Eve, in a leartul accent, is the mur- 
derer gone? I he voice ot curſing thunders no more-I no 
longer hear the voice of his curling. Curſe me- me alone, 


barbarous tratr cide! I was the firſt ſinner.- -O my child! 


— my child! O Abel, my deareſt ton !'---She now funk 
from the arms of Adam on the dead. © My fon---my fon!” 
ſh: cried, peak ing to the inſenſible clay: thine eyes are fix- 
ed, no more they turn on me. Awake, awake! Alas! I call 
in vain: he isdead!--- That 1s death --the death with which 
we were threatened, when curied by God atter the fall. O 
imufferahle torment 1---I was the tir it finner!- --O my huſ- 
band | ipouſe beloved 2nd dear! thy tears rend my heart. 
It was 1 that ſeduced thee. Of me---of me, O weeping 
father, demand thy tcn's blood--- Oi me your brother, my 
wretched children !--- Me---me curſe, murderer of brothers} 
but ſpa: e your father---I was the firſt finr.er!---O my ſont 
my fon ! thy blood riſes againit me !---it accuſed me, un- 


happy 
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happy parent! Thus lamented the mother of the human 
race, while her tears ftreamed on the congealing blood. 
Adam caſt on his wife looks full of tenderneſs and grief. 
© Dear Eve, ſaid he, what exquiſite pangs thou givelt my 
bu rſting heart! Ceaſe, I entreat thee, ceaſe thus to torment 
me | I conjure thee, by our miſerĩes, by our tender love, l thy 
conjure thee to ceaſe thus reproaching thyſelt! We both } ma 
have ſinned ; we both are guilty. The bitter conſequences W 
of our crimes are but too ſad remembrances of our ingrati. ah; 
tude and folly. But the Almighty, whom we have offended, | fe 
the God who chaſtiſes us, ſtill regards us with a pitying | on 
eye.---Yes, my God, we are yet allowed to ſupplicate thee | ſof 
in our diſtreſs. Thou hatt not utterly deſtroyed the finner, | no 
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| We yet live, Eve, and our fouls are out of the reach of | «ca 
3 death. It can only ſtrip us of this body, ſubject to pain Ny 
a : and grief. Our immortal fouls will, it we are virtuous, dot 
4 | triumph over death, and enjoy permanent felicity in the nir 
. realms of happineſs and glory, where we ſhall behold the fig 
| light of God's countenance, and inceſſantly praite him to tra 
' all eternity. This, my beloved, ought to be our conſola- ſer 
tion, our great coniolation : but---his murderer is his tui 
brother. Ah! my firſt-born killed his brother!“ „ 
© Yes, dear ton,” cried Eve, her tears ſtill lowing: it! 


© Death has delivered thee from ſolitude, pain, and | ax 
grief. Thou art no more expoſed to ſuffer. We ſhould au 


with to follow thee. Alas! we muſt ſtill endure tribu- te; 
lations and inquietudes, from which thou art now ex- th 
empt. But can I ccaſe to weep, while I remember thy | all 
virtue, thy piety, thy filial love! -O Adam! what a ſight th 
of horror is now that precious body! Where are thoſe Ou 
imiles, the ſweet emanations of filial tendernels, that uſed wi 
to be ſeen on his countenance? How faded, how livid, th 
are his bloomy checks! We ſhall no more hear from thoſe er 
lips icraphic harmony! no more have our fouls raiſed to Di 
God by his angelic converſc! no more will they expreſs th 
the endearing lenſations of his heart !--- Thoſe eyes, now ol 
fixed in death, with what delight and tranſport have I in 
Teen them ſhed tears of joy, when I have given him figns ar 
of the love---the inexpreſlible love that warmed my heart, | C 
| | charmed | 
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1 charmed with his ſpotleſs virtue — Ah, my ſon! thy 
weeping mother mu for ever deplore thy death.—O fin, 


. fn, dreadtul are thy inroads ! what hideous forms doſt 
y | thou aſſume !—Abel—dear Abel !—I, thy mother, thine 
it | unhappy mother—exquiſite woe !—am alſo the mother of 
I | thy murderer!” Here her ſpeech again failing, ſhe re- 
h |} mained motionleſs on the cold corple, void of ſenſation. 


ey When Adam, with a deep figh, cried—* How am I 
i- | abandoned! All around me is a 3 deſart. Nature 
0 


d, ſeems to have changed her face. No longer ſhe ſmiles 
gon me. Alas! he is dead!---he who filled my life with 


& | foft conſolation, ſweet pleaſure, and gladdening hope, is 
r. | no more! Dear Abel! is it true that thou art dead? Is it, 
of can it be true, that it was Cain, that horror of nature ! who 
in O God thou beholdeſt our extreme deſolation. Ohl par- 
85 don, pardon our lamentat ions! Forgive us, that we lie mour- 
he ning in the duſt like a worm! And what are we more in thy 


he fight ? Pardon us, though we mourn in the duſt like the 

to | trampledworm, half cruſhed by the heedleſs foot of the paſ- 

2 ſenger. Adam now ſtood pale and filent. At length he 

is | turned to the body of his murdered ſon, and ſtooping to Eve, 
gentlywithdrew her feeble hand from the corpſe, and preſſed 

tit with ardour to his breaſt. Eve, my dear companion, 

awake!” ſaid he, hanging over her : Awake, dear ſpouſe, 

ld ' awake! Turn thy looks on me: Ceale to waſh with thy 


u- tears the inſenſible duſt! Sink not thus under the weight of 
X- thy grief! Has thy ſorrow for thy fon ſtifled all tenderneſs, 
iy | all concern for me, thine huſband ? Turn, dear ſpouſe, turn 
ht thy look on me! It is juſt that we ſhould feel, keenly feel, 
le our loſs; that the horrors of death ſhould territy us; that 
ed we ſhould mourn the fatal conſequences of our fin: but to be 
d, thus overcome by grief, thus overpowered by dejection, is 
le | criminal. It is as if we reproached Eternal Juſtice, as pu- 
to niſning with too much ſeverity. O Eve! give not way to 
ls this culpable deſpair, leſt Divine Mercy, irritated by eur 
Ml obſtinacy, ſhouli deem us unworthy of conſolation.” Eve 
1 immediately turned her face from the body towards Adam, 
ns and, raifing her humid eyes to heaven, ſaid, -- Forgive, O 
* | God! forgive my grief, pardon my tears !--- Do thou, my 
168 | | | 
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deareſt ſpouſe, my love, my lite, forgive my ſorrow. My 
diſtreſs is beyond all words ! yet thou ſtill loveſt me me 
who feduced thee to commit the crime we now deplore. 
Thou hateſt me not, thoughthis trightful murder ot one of 
thy tons by the other is the reiult of my tranigreſſion. Ah, 

Adam! let me weep in thine arms; let me once more weey | 
on my child's body, and mingle thy tears with his blood! 
She then preſſed her face, bedewed with tears on Adam's 
hand. Thus grieved and lamented the parents ot the hu. 
man race over the firſt dead; when Adam, caſting his de. 
jected eyes around, beheld at a diſtance one ot the celeſtial 
meſſengers : the fragrant flowers which ſprung up at each 
ſtep indicated the light veſtages of his fert. His terene brow 
announced peace: conſolation, amity, and affection, ſmiled 
on his lips and checks : and the ſweetnels of his eyes ſpoke 
ſympathizing complacency. A white veſture, brighter 
than the clouds that ſurround the nocturnal planet, fluttered 
in waving folds on his beauteous form. The angel advan- 
ced towards them,whilechis preſence ſeemed to enliven with 
freſner verdure the ſmiling country. Eve, (aid the father 
of men, raiſe thine eyes, dry thy te ars, ſuppreſs thy fighs! 
behold, one of the children of heaven is coming i 

us. Sce with what graceful benignity he approaches, al- 
ready a ray of divine conſolation has darted into my be- 
nighted foul ; already my heart has loſt part of the opprel- | 
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ſive load under which it groaned. L IL acquieſce, Omy Gd! 


in thine appointments : I adore Thy judgments: with 
gratitude and love I acknowledge Thy mercies.---Weep 
no more Eve! Rile! let us meet the friendly angel.” 

Eve, ſupported by her ſpouſe, aroſe, and the bright ſpirit 
ſtood before them. He regarded with attention the firit 
prey of death; but ſoon turned his eyes on Adam and Eve, 
hole faces now reflected the luminous brightnels of the 
angel, and, in a ſweet and harmonious voice, ſaid-«-* Be 
blett, O ye who are weeping over the ſpoils of death in your 
fon | May ye bebleſt! The Moſt High hath permitted me 
to viſit you in your affliction. Among the angels who are 
commiſſioned to watch over and guard the inhabitants of | 

this earth, none loved Abel more than I, I was conſtantly 
oe 1 Near 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL, 35 
near him ! when the orders of the Eternal did not oblige me 
tobe abſent. When his exalted ſoul, inflamed with the love 
olvirtue,vented its rapturousſenſations in tears ut holy joy, 
or indevout hymns, which the tutelar ſpirits dg{dained not 
to repeat in their concert, I inſpired him with ſuch ideas of 
his future felicity as it was poſſible he could be tuſceptible 


of while united to his duſt. Weep not tor him; mourn not 


for him like the children of deſpair, He is happy: his im- 
mortal ſoul ſurvives. Let this foiten your grief. Death 
hathonly detached it trom a weak and trail body. With- 
out interruption and incumbrance,he now enjoys whatever 
can delight a wiſe and good being, His happinels far ex- 
ceeds all you can imagine, while you only lee through the 
dark medium of the ſenſes. He is witii the angels and arch- 
angels before the throne of God. Yet weep, my triends, 
he well deſerved your love. Lament your loſs: but let his 
unſpeakable gain ſoon dry your tears. Youare not ſepa- 
rated for ever. Scon ſhall the angel of death viſit you allo, 
ſoon will you be united to your beloved fon, to part no more, 
The pale king of terrors will aſſume to each of you a dit- 
ſerent form: but you will receive him as becomes the can- 
didates for future happineſs, and welcome him as a friend 
long expt ted. Liſten, O Adam, to the order of thy God. 
Rettore this corruptible body to its origin, the duſt: dig a 


| . pit, and cover it with earth.” Thus ſpake the angel, while 


wt ad 


benerolence and pity appeared in every geſture. Deſolation 
fled. Deſpair was no more. Adam, whoſe foul was cal- 
med and revived by noble and elevated ſentiments, viewing 
the dazzling luſtre of the angel, as he withdrew, faid—*Ac- 
cept of our grateful thanks, celeſtial friend !—Praited, 


pPraiſed forever be Thy name, O God Moſt High! Thy lov- 


ing kindneſs, thy tender mercies, are not withdrawn from 
the ſinner. Thou with cempaſſion doth behold our diſtreſs: 
Thoucommandeſt thine angels to enlighten our fouls, and 
bring us comtort. No longer will we mourn in the duſt 
no longer will we deſpair, like the ſpirits of darkneſs; who 
are baniſhed from Thine all enlivening preſence. We are 
\!l furroundei by Thy beauties : Kill permitted to praile 
tre, to fupplicate Thy favour, to adore Thy wiſdom, to 

| | | 1 | celebrate, 
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36 THE DEATH OF ABEL. | 
celebrate Thy goodnets. Thus enabled, ſhall we repine 
and murmur at Thy diſpenſations, it the thorns and briam 


of affliction are tcattered in the way of our pilgrimage to 


the boſom of our father, the dwelling of our God ? We 
cannot indeed entirely reſtrain our tears tor the happy de. 


ceaſed ; we muſt regret his being thus ſuddenly tnatched | 


from our embraces : but, alas! the unhappy criminal ought 


rather to be the object of our grief, the ſubject of our moſt 


earneſt prayers.—O God! what an alleviation woeuid it be 
to our ſorrow, if we dared to hope that I hy mercy had na 
caſt him off tor ever | O my Maker! he unhappy—bc miſe- 
rable, is the firſt fruit of my loins—the firit whom Eve 
brought forth with pain Let us not ceaſe, my deareſt 
ſpoute, to implore the tender mercies ct our God tor him, 
We wiil not doubt his loving-kindnets: we curteives were 
ſinners: we were unworthy of his inhnite grace: yet he 
has encouraged us to confide in his premiles. When al 


_ trembling we expected eternal chaititement, little did we 


hope for mercy. But let us not deter to execute the com- 
mand ot the Lord. I will carry this dear body to our 
dwelling! and there commit the precious duſt to the earth, 


O Adam! Omy love!” retuned Eve, © my toul emerges 


from overwhelming furrew. Conſcious of my own 


weakneſs, I tupport mytelt, by thy ſtrength, as the flex- | 


ible ivy clings to the firm oak," | 

Adam now, by the alliſtance of his weeping ſpouſe, 
litted the corpie on his ſhoulders ; and, ſighing under the 
fad burden, flowly moved towards his awellins, chile 
Eve walked weeping by his hide. 


BOOK V. | 
OW Thirza, whole ſlcep had been diſturbed by ter. 


ritying vitons, opened her eves to the briglit lumi- 


nary of day, and precipitately quitted her bed. What 
trighttul images,” ſaid ſhe, © have paſſed before we, while 
I flept ! They reſembled nothing in nature. — Welcome, 
cher ful light! thou haſt ſcattered them, — Hail, ye glow. 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL, 87 
ing flowers, ſweet objects of my attentive care; your va- 
rious odours, which the morning tun draws forth, will re- 
freſh my fatigued brain ;—and, ye joyous inhabitants of 
the air, your ſoft melody will re-eſtabliſh ſerenity in my 
foul, I will join your morn:ng ſong. I will join with re- 
animated nature in praiſes to the Moſt High. Creator 
Almighty! Saviour Propitious ! my foul, overpowered 
by Thy goodneſs, can but imperfectly expreſs the immen- 
fity of Thy benefits, and the extent of its gratitude. Thy 
ever waking Providence guards Thy creatures, when co- 
vered by the veil of night, ſleep weighs down their eyelids. 
May my grateful thanks ariie to thee, O God! Accept 
trom a techle worm the tribute of praiſe.” 

She now left her dwelling, and walked among the open- 
ing flowers, whole firſt tweets were diffuſed by the morning 
breeze—* My heart till throbs, faid ſhe, © till anxiety is 
lodged in my breaſt. What mean theſe unuſual tears? An 


interior trembling ſeems to ſhake my very foul. My mind 


is darkened, like the heavens, when black clouds ipread 
thro" the expanſe. — Where art thou, Abel? Where art 
thou, my beloved? Drareſt halt of myſelf! I haſte, pur- 
ſurd by gloomy terrors, to loſe them in thine arms. I fl 

to thee with the ſpeed thou wouldtt fly, it, benighted in a 
dark foreſt, thy feet were winged by tear.” 

Having thus ſpoke, me redoubled her pace, when Mahala 
ſceing her, ran from her cottage io meet her. © I ſalute thee, 
my dear lifter,” ſhe cricd : * hither art thou going in ſuch 
halte, with thine hair difordered, without ornament, not to 
much as one flower ?*'—* I go, replied Thirza, © to throw 
mylelt intothe arms of my beloved. Unuſual terrors have 


this night diſturbed my flecp, and my labouring heart is 


till oppreſſed by tad apprehenſions; which the terenity of 
this delight ul morning is not able to diſperſe. But, though 
the blooming day, though the {miles of nature cannot diſ- 
pel my tears, I thall loſe them in the gladdening preſence of 
my huſband! 1 therefore run to caſt mylelf in his arms.” 

The ſpoute of Cain replied with a fign—* Happy, happy 
filter! Alas! I have no tuch ſweet reſource: I ſhould be 
lat to all conſolation, were it not for a father who loves me, 

2 | and 


23 THE DEATH OF ABEL. | 
and a tender mother to whom I am dear; were it not for 
thee, my kind ſiſter, and thine amiable huſband. Ves, 
with you I loſe part oi the load of woe that Cain's diſcontent 
heaps on ry wretched head. To him, unhappy! all the 
beauties of nature are only tources of melancholy, and he 
continually regrets the labour which his fertile fields ſo 


abundantly repay. But, my deareſt Thirza, aboveall, I | 


lament his unkind and cauſeleſs diſlike to our gentle bro- 
ther. Mahala now melted into tears. Thirza wept alſo, 
and tenderly embracing her, penetrated by the lame idea, re- 
plied Abel and I ſpend many anxious hours in bewaili 
his inveterate hatred. Our reſource is in the hand of hea- 
ven. Otten, in ſleepleſs nights, we tend our molt fervent 
petitions to God, that a beam ot His grace may diſperſe the 
dark clouds from his breaſt; that every baneful weed 

be rocted out from his heart, left they choke all principles 
of humanity and virtue. Ah, my ſiſter ! was thy huſband 
kind and gentle, again would peace {mile—again would 
pleaſure bleſs our dwelling, and we ſhould no longer with 
pain behold the brow of our venerable father wrinkled with 
care: nor the eyes of our ſond mother ſwelled with weeping,” 


Mahala, ſtill in tears, an{wered—* This, this is allo the 
ſubject of my inceſſant prayer. When the earth is covered 


with darknets, while all nature is huſhed, I bewailin filence 
the harſh obduracy cf my ſpoule, and pray to the Lord to 
foiten his heart. Somet1-4ics the agony of my foul burſts 
forth, in ſpite of myicli, in {obs and groans. Then he 
awakes, and, in a terri» ying voice, accules me of depriving 
him of ſleep, and the omy good he enjoys on : his wretched 
earth, ſoſeverc}y accurſeu by the Almighty Avenger of ſin. 


My dearett ſiſter! this too is the employment of my mind, 


while my hands are buſted in domeitic labour. My inno- 
cent children, playing round me, obſerve my tears, and de- 
mand, with intantine careſles, why I weep? Ah, Thirzal! 
Thirza! Iam faded with grief, like a young flower, which 
the thick branches of ſome neighbouring tree intercept from 
the ſun's all-cheering rays. My unhappy huſband, this 
very day, left our d-v<lling betore the dawn. His looks 


were terrible. Never did I let to dark a gloom on his 


counte - 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 2g 
countenance. Anger flaſhed in his eyes : his brows were 
knit by rage. Frozen with horror, I heard him, as he went 


forth, curtethe hour of his birth. This, my ſiſter, was his 


falute to to fine 2 morning. Tis true I have not loſt all 
hope; for ſometimes (and thou thy ſelt hatt obferved it) 
his virtue hreaks through the gloom, ani his mind is open 
to the loft ſenſations of ſocial love. Then he acknow- 
ledges that he has injured us, afks forgivenefs, and jreks 
reconciliotion. But, alas! too ſoon ihe light withdraws ; 
as in the tempeituous days of winter, the tun darts a 
cheering ray, and is inſtantly hid from our eyes by cicing 
clouds. Let us hope, Thirza, that, as mil tpring refiores 
light and joy to all nature, ſo the heart ot my unhappy huſ- 
band may be reſtore to light wad peace. For this we will 
mceJantly petition heaven. I have always nouriiÞcc this 


hope in the bottom ot Wy heart.“ 


Thus tpake Mahala. When Thirz?, pale and trem- 
bling, cried—* What mourntul found 15 that: It comes 
trom vonder trees—1t is not the cry or pan from yonder 
trecs—O my ſitter ! Mahala !—alas | jt comes nearer. O 
my God ''—"Thirza was now finking to the ground, but 
her alarmed ſiſter jupported her in her arms. Adam, with 
tottering ſteps, was coming from Leliimi the tres, bendin 
under the tad load of his fon's lite'ets hoy. Eve walked 
by his fide : ſometimes ſhe turned hor lace, faded by grief, 
towards the bloody corpſe; then hid it under her hair, 
dropping with her tears. Thirza continued pale and 
motionlets in the trembling arms ot Mahnit, who was her- 
telt ready to fink under the weight ot her the endeavoured 
to ſuſtain; when, a little recovering, they heheld rhe corpte 
of him they loved. The afMiRerl father hat laid it on the 
grats, and was tupporting in his arms his tain ing wite, 
ho, weakened by grief, was near filling to the earth. 
Where am e' c1ied Thirza. O my Ged! where am I? 
How ie lies! Abel! Why did I awake? Hateiul light! 
Ah! unhappy that I am! Mahala! Ah me miterable! 
dre, ec, my ſiſter, he hies dead! Sight Horrible ! Light 
hurtul! Why did I awake?'—* Thirza, cricd Mahala, 
in a tremulous voice, * ict us not give way to Vain terrors: 
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go THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
Jo me—to me allo, the idea is dreadful as the forked 
lightning. Ah, ſhe again faints !—Awake, Thirza— 
awake!—Let us go to him: he is not dead! Thy voice, 
thine embraces, will rouſe him from ſleep. 
After theſe words, the two ſiſters leaning on each other, 


dragged their enfeebled limbs towards the body. * Oh! 


my father! O my mother! how they weep !—what dread. 
ful terrors ſeize me! cried Thirza, as ſhe approached 
near the corple. © Abel Abel! - my beloved my joy! 
my life my huſband !—awake. Ah! unutterable woe, 
he awakes not! — Abel! —hear my plaintive cries, the 
groans of thy diſtreſſed wife She then calt herſelt on the 
body, to embrace it, with extended arms; but at the fight 
of the blood and fatal wound, ſue, giving a territying ſhriek, 
fell on theearth, without voice, motion, or ſign of lite, pale 
and cold as him ſhe mourned, Detpair was ſeen in her 
open and fixed eyes. Near her fat on the earth Mahala, 
ditiolved in tears: wringing her hands. Sometimes ſhe rai- 


led her weeping eyes to heaven, {ſometimes ſhe fixed them 


with eager attention on the bloody corpſe. Adam, whoſe 
deep grief was augmented by the forrows of his daughters, 
efſaycil to conlole them: O my dear children! O'Thirza, 
O Mahala, iaid he: © would to Gud that my anguiſh could 
keep from pain the hearts of thole I love} But, my beloved, 
hear me—liſten to the oft ſcunds of contolat ion. While 


Eve and ] were weeping over this dear body, an angel, re- 


plete in beauty, came to us. He was commiſſioncd from 
the Moſt High to {oth our torrows, “ Weep not!“ ſaid 
he; * be comtorted! He whom you lament till exiſts. He 
has only left this fr: covering ot duſt. Diſengaged from 
a mortal body, his ſoul is more happy than ye can conceive, 
while your ſouls are enveloped in their earthly covering. 
Ye are not ſeparated tor ever; in a little time ye ſhall be 
reunited ? Ye ſhall enjoy with him torrents of delight, of 
which your grols ſenſes can give you no idea.” Let us 
not, my Thirza—let us not, Mahala, profane the funeral 
of the happy by our incontolable lamentations. Let us 
not offend the Almighty by our deſpair,” 

Thirzaſtill rewaincd without ſenſe or motion, while the 
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THE DEATH OP ABEL. 917 
wifeof Cain, elevating her joined hands above her head, 
thus expreſſed her griet—* O my father ! why do you blame 
our tears ? Can we forbear to weep—can we forbear to la- 
ment,while he lies before our eyes extended, cold and dead ! 
O thou, our conlolation! our joy ! O Abel! thou art loft 
to us, and our ſ{weetelt employment will be to mourn for 
thee till the hour of death. Ves, thou art in poſſeſſion of 
never-ending happineſs and glory! thou enjoyeſt that beati- 
tude after which thy holy ſoul fo ardently panted: thou wilt 
for ever join with the angels in their ſong of praiſe to the 
Moſt High. We too hope to partake of thy telicity,when 
our All-merciful God ſhall call us from our ſad exile, this 
houſe of ſorrow, rendered more deſolate by thy loſs. Ah, 
Abel ! ah, my brother, thou art loft to us, and our ſweeteſt 
employment will be to weep tor thee till the wiſhed for 
hour of death. Where wert thou, Cain, my ſpouſe, where 
wert thou when my brother died? Hadſt thou even then 
given him the fraternal embrace, and ſought his forgiveneſs, 
with what affection would he have caſt his weak arms 
around thee ! Though expiring, he would have bleſt thee, 
and implored for thee the Divine conſolations with his 
dying lips. What a ſweet relict would this remembrance 
have been to thy ſorrows | How would it have ſottened 
the griefs of tliy future days ?—But—O my mother !— 
wat new woe makes thine eyes ſtream ?—O my father! 
ſpeik—ſpeak, I conjure thee ! Why this horror on thy 
countenance ?—No anſwer !-O my tortured heart !— 
Where —ſay where, O my father !—ſay, O my mother! 
where is Cain, my huſband ?* Eve replied “ O my child 
who knows where, purſued by Divine vengeance !—Ah, 
my God !—the unhappy—but what do I ſay I tremble 
to ſpeak it--He—h2—Ah me! unhappy mother !--- Hor- 
rid---deteftable ideas, tear not thus my wretched boſom ! 
Ah, miſcrable parent that Tam ! why---he-.-" Ah, my 
mother !* interrupted Mahala, * ſpare me not---ſpare me 
not, I conjure thee, O my mother! On me on me let the 
tempeſt fall---T am already cruſhed ; already torn by 
trigntful apprehenſions. - Cain-. O heavens ! Cain has-- 
Killed him! cried Eve. Ah, Mahala !-.-- Ah, Thirza!-- 
Cain 


92 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
Cain killed him! Her exceſſive grief then took from 
her the power of ſpeech. | 

Mahala was ſtruck mute with terror. Her immoveable 
eyes ſhedno tears. The cold ſweat trickled down her 
face, and her trembling lips were diſcoloured. At length 
ſhe cried out in agony-- He kill Abel !--- Cain, my huf. 
band, kill his brother! Where art thou fatricide ? Where, 
where, oh ! where has thy guilt purſued thee ? Has the 


thunder of God avenged thy brother? Doſt thou ceaſe ty | 


exitt ! Where art thou moſt miſerable ? To what coun. 


try of deſpair art thou fled, followed by the curſe of | 


God ?* Thus raved Mahala, tearing her hair. 

© Barbarous fatricide | vile murderer !' exclaimed 
Thirza. * How couldſt thou kill fo kind a brother? who, 
doubtleſs, when expiring under the mortal blow given by 
thy cruel hand, regarded thee with eyes tull of love? Ah, 
Cain! curſt—curſt be—" On my ſiſter! O Thirzal' cried 
Mahala, interrupting her, curte him not! He is thy bro- 
ther! he is my huſband! Rather let us implore for him the 


mercies of God. I am ſure, when falling in his blood, the 


holy victim of his fury caſt on him an eye of compaſſion; 
and I doubt not but he now intercedes for him before the 
eternal throne. Let our prayers aſcend trom the duſt, and 


join thoſe of the happy. O curſe him not, 'Thirza—curk 
not thy brother.”—* Whither doth the excels of my grief 
tranſport me? anſwered Thirza * I did not curie nim, 


my ſiſter: I have not curſed the unhappy. Then reclining 
on the corpſe, ſhe kiſſed the blood- beſprinkled cheeks, the 
cold and livid lips. She remained long filent, indulging 
truitleſs forrow. At length ſhe cried, with a taint and 
interrupted voice Would to God, my beloved, I had, 
at thy death, kiſſed thy quivering lips! heard the lalt ex- 
preſſions ot thy love, ſeen thy laſt tender look, and received 


thy laſt embrace ? Oh that I had then expired within thne 


arms !—but, alas! I am lett a prey to unutterable torros, 
Every object that uſed to intpire delight will now increale 
my woes. Ye ſhady bowers, ye now are deliclate ; ye cal 
now only intpire me with teridr: I thailthink you aſk tor 
him, who in your ſweet retreats was vout to embrace new 
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tender rapture» The murmuring tountains will inquire 


what is become of my beloved. Lett forlorn, I can no more 
taſte of joy. The ſhades, the ſtreams, the hills, the plains, 
alike to me are hatetul. Alas! no more I ſee, with fond de- 
light, him that made all lovely. I ſhall, indecd, ſtill behold 
him; but, oh diſtreſſing object! I ſhall behold theſe wan 
cheeks, theſe fixed and fightleſs eyes, this clotted blood, this 
dreadful wound. Flow, flow, my tears! for ever flow on 
this pale face. What dignity once appeared on this faded 
countenance ! The charms of ſutt perſuaſion dwelt on theſe 
cold and ſtiffened lips. Every beauty, every grace, ſhone 
in his lovely form: but his ſoul, too pure, too holy to con- 
verſe with mortals, to converſe with me, is fled for ever! 
Stream, my eyes, ſtream without ceaſing, on this withered 
corpſe, till my longing foul leaves its duſt with his. 
Thus lamented Thirza, while her tears ran on the ſenſe- 
leſs body. Eve's grief was increaſed by the ſorrows of her 


daughters. My dearett children,” the cried, © ceaſe, I 


intreat you, ceaſe thus to tear my heart ! Your tears, your 
ſighs and groans augment my mileries ; they are to me the 
molt cutting reproaches. It is I—it is I that have filled 
the ſouls of thoſe I love with anguiſh! My folly, my guilt 


| has undone us all! I, alas! introduced fin and death 


Forgive me, O my children! forgive your afflicted mother! 
Iconjure you, by the pangs I ſuffered to bring you into the 
world, to torgive me! Ceaſe to tear my heart by your immo- 
derate ſorrow !* Mahala and Thirza ran to her; they em- 
braced her knees, and, with looks of duteous affection, 
ſaid---* O our mother! our deareſt mother! who brought 


us forth with pain! whole kind cares guarded us in help- 


leſs infancy ! aggravate not our diſtreſs by thy delpair ! 
We mean not, by our complaints, to reproach thee, our 
dear, our tender mother. We love, we reverence, we 
honour thee, but we cannot command our griet: it will 
burit from our botoms and eyes in ſighs and tears. How 


can we reſtrain theſe expreſſions of a love the moſt ten- 


der? They are the voice of nature.” 

They till clatped their mother's knees, while their weep- 

ing eyes were tenderly fixed on her's, when Adam faid--- 
| | | O my 
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— 4 O my beloved! let us no longer defer reſtoring this 
precious duſt to the earth, as the Lord our God hath 
commanded. The lenient hand of Time will abate our 
grief, and dry our tears. Victorious Reaſon will teach 
us to conquer this unavailing ſorrow. We ſhall long, ar. 


dently long, to partake of his happineſs,as the bride wiſha | 


for the day that is to unite her to her beloved. Y 
commit this dear body to its parent earth, replied Thi. 
za, turning her pale and faded face to Adam: but ſuffer 
me, O my father ! to weep a little longer, ere it is hid 
for ever, on the dear, the precious duſt | Suffer me once 
more to preſs the cold clay to my breaſt !* At theſe words 
ſhe threw herſelf with extended arms on the corpſe. 
Adam now began to dig a pit in the earth, while Eve and 
Mahala ſtood weeping near him. When the golden- haired 
Eliel and little Joſiah, Cain's two infant ſons, approached, 
hand in hand, to the ſpot where lay the body. * Brother 
Joſiah, ſaid Eliel, who's that tobs fo loud? Let us go 
nearer, brother. Ah! that is Abel !--it is Abel our uncle 
— How pale he is !--His hair is all bloody - He lies like a 


lamb going to be burnt on the altar! My dear Eliel, re- | 


plied Joſiah, © ſee how Thirza weeps for him !---He don't 


mind her tears.---He don't look at her! -I tremble---I 


am affrighted---let us run to our mother. See, tce, ſhe 


weeps too! They now haſtened to Mahala, on the other 
ſide of the grave, and clinging about her, ſaid- . O mo- 


ther ! why do you weep ? Why does Abel lie there? 
Why is he all bloody, like a lamb for ſacrifice ?* Mahala 


tenderly embraced the infants, while her tears ran on ther | 


little heads, and ſaid g My dear children! death hath taken 
his ſoul from the body. It is carried up to heaven, to dwel 


there with God and his angels, where it will be for ever | 
happy. Then he will wake no more!“ replied Eliel, | 
buriting into tears : © he will never awake !---never ! He | 
that loved us ſo dearly, and uſed to ſet us on his knee, and | 


tell Joſiah and me ſuch fine ſtories about God, the angels, 


and the wonders of nature.--- Ah, brother !---ah, Joſiah, 
we ſhall never more hear Abel ſing hymns ! He will talk to 
us no more! He will never, never awake | How our father 


will 
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will weep for him, when he comes from the field! How 
how frightful.” The terrified children now hid 
their faces in the folds of their mother's veſtment. 
Adam having finiſhed digging the grave Wake thou, 
faid he to Thirza : wake my beloved! Let us obey the 
Divine command, and return the duſt to ĩts mother Earth. 
Wake, my Thirza !* he continued, and tenderly took her 
hand to raiſe her from the corpſe. She had been in a 
kind of trance on the body of her huſband, and now waked 
from the holy viſion. © Yes, I haveſeen him,—T have ſeen 
him !? the cried, as ſhe aroſe. © He came to me ſhining in 
celeſtial luſtre. Weep not,” he faid-—* weep not, my 
deareft Thirza, I am happy. Soon ſhalt thou partake of my 
bliſs in the abodes of telicity and glory, where there is no 
death to ſeparate us. * At thete words he diſappeared, 
having caſt on me a divine jmile; and an heavenly light 
marked the traces of his feet. Thus ſhe ſpoke, and con- 
ſolat ion ſublime illumined her viiage.— Inter, O my fa- 
ther! inter,” ſaid ſhe, © this covering ot duſt ;* and immedi- 
ately went to her mother and filter. They all three hid 
their faces under their diſhevelled trefles, while Adam 
wrapt in ſk ins the body of his fon, He laid it in a pit, and 
covered it with earth, and then ſaid - Let us, my dear 


vie —let us my beloved children !—adore the Moſt High 


before this grave of the firtt dead.“ They now all proſ- 
trated themſelves before the grave, little Eliel and his 
brother kneeling on each fide their mother, and the fa- 
ther of men pronounced in a low voice this prayer, with 
bis arms devoutly folded on his breaſt. 

O thou who dwelleſt in the higheſt heaven, God! Cre- 
ator! Juſtice Eternal! Goodnets Infinite? behold us pro- 


ſtrate before the grave of our beloved fon. We finners 


kneel before Thee in the duſt. O may our prayer aſcend 
to Thy celeſtial throne ! Look with an eye of compaſſion 
onus, O God! in this valley of death,this abode of fin. Our 
iniquities are great, but thine infinite goodnels is till 
greater. We are polluted in Thy fight : Thou beholdeſt 
our impurities, yet Thou haſt not turned Thy face from us: 
They itill vouchiſafeſt to look on us in our miſery with a 
e propitious 
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Thou haſt not abandoned the finner. Eternal praiſes riſe 
to Thee ! Thy works, O God, render 'T hee praiſe ! The 
beauties of the ſpring, the ſerenity of the heavens, ſhew 
forth Thy beneficence : the loud voice of thy Thunder, the 


Smiling juy glorifies Thee. Thy juſtice is alſo glorified by 
the tears of (ſorrow. We have beheld the ſon of Sin,frightful 
Death. He is come to our dwelling in a form moſt hideous, 


tempeſt s gathered round the diretul pair. The firſt fruit of 
my Joins--ah ! I tremble !--my firſt- born has imbrued his 
hands in his brother's blood! OGod merciful and gracious! 
though I preſume to ſupplicate Thee for him, turn not Thy 
face from me. O God of clemency, caſt him not off for ever 
When he moans in the duſt for his offences; when he trem- 
bles at his crimeʒ when, overwhelmed by torturing remorle, 
he weeps, he gioans, and proſt rates himſelf with deep con- 
trition before Thee, O my God ! look with a pitying eye 


auguiſh by Thy divine conſolations. O my Maker! caſt 
him not off tor ever ! Reject not, O God!] reject not the 
preſumptuous petition | May our prayers, our cries, aſcend 
to Thy ſublime throne, from this grave of the firſt dead! 


ing duſt to the earth. Hear us, O Lord !—Lord hear us 
while we cry unto Thie in behalt of our firit-born. Let 
him not periſh in Thy wrath ! For this grace, O God! we 
will ſupplicate Thee at the riſing and ietting fun : in the 
ſilent hours of night, when all nature is huſhed to reſt, we 
will umplore Thee for him. O God of conſolation, cal 
him not off for ever! Eternal praiſes be rendered to Thee, 
who haſt received the foul of the happy deceaſed into the 


victim. We ſhall follow one after another to the dark and 
ſilent grave; but adored be Thy loving kindneſs, adored 
be Thy tender mercies, we ſhall like wiſe follow him to the 
realms of immortality and bliſs. O Thou who createdit 
the heavens ! at whole word this world aroſe from * 
ey 


prop ĩtious eye. Thou permitteſt us to implore Thee... 


Guilt led him by the hand; the earth groaned, and black 


rattling hail, the howling ſtorm, proclaim Thy power. 


on us mitery : commiſerate his deſpair, and aſiuage his 


We have, according to Thy command, reſtored the periſh- 


regions of never-ending felicity ! Death has ſeized his fir 


I 


J T 


| trauſporiing proipect ! How * my ſoul raiſed! how is 
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they ſhall periſh : the heavens and the earth ſhall paſs away ; 
hut Thou art eternal. We dwell in bodies of duſt. This 
duſt ſhall be diſſolved ; but Thou art unchangeable, and 


wilt raiſe to glory the ſinner who deplores his crimes, and 


the righteous man who mourns that his virtues are mixed 


| with imperfect ions, and his higheſt attainments fullied by 


human trailty. Thou wilt gather them together out of the 
duſt, to beſtow on them eternal joys, angelic purity ; for 
O promile ineffable ! the ſeed of the woman ſhall bruiſe the 
ſerpent's head. —Leap tor joy, O earth Chant forth the 
praiſes of the Moſt High, all nature! We will glorify His 
name in the midit of calamity. Man is fallen; he is de- 
graded from his original dignity : but glory be to God, he 
hath not caſt him off He hath not rejected him for ever: 
His mercy beholds the works of His hands from His ſeat 
of judgment. He fell, whom God created upright ; yet 
when, after his fatal tranſgreſſion, the ſinner, full of an- 
guiſh, ſtood trembling in tearful expectation of an eternal 
curſe, (and what leſs could he expect?) then let men and 
angels celebrate the glorious myſtery then the Almighty 
pronounced that the ſeed of the woman ſhould brule the 
ſerpent's head. Myſtery ſublime ! myſtery profound wrapt 
in an holy obſcurity, which no finite being can penetrate : 
but full of divine conſolations. The {inner is reconciled 
to God ; the offender is reſtored to peace and hope. Shall 
man then lament in the duſt ? ſhall he groan in deſpair, if 
the dream of lite be alternately filled with joy and forrow ? 
Death approaches; it ſhall break the ſhackles of the ſoul, 
and free it from the conſequences of a juſt malediction.— 
Then thoſe who, while clothed in duſt, forgot not their 
original purity, who loved virtue, who loved God, who 
kindled in their hearts the ſeraphic flame, ſhall be aſſembl- 
ed together in the manſions on high, to enjoy there inceſſant, 
eternal felicity. I ſee them! the holy aſſembly are preſent 
to my view, numerous beyond computing, pure as the 
flame which deſcends on the ſacred altar! They ſtand, 
lurrounded by angels, before the throne. They behold the 
face of God. They delight in his goodneſs. Beatific viſion ! | 
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my heart expanded Raptures before unknown! O Godd. 
neſs infinite ! Grace inexpreſſible. Loſt in thine im- 
menſity, the firit archangel can but imperfectly expreſs 
his ſenlations; man can only feel them.” 

Adam ceaſed to ſpeak, but continued in filent ecſtaſy, 
proſtrate on the earth, his wife and daughters ſtill kneelin 
at his ſide. Nature herſelt obſerved the fame ſilence: all was 
ſerene; not a cloud paſſed over them through the lucid ſky, 

Now came on mild evening, clad in ſober grey,” while 
every breeze was huſhed. During this pertect calm, Cain, 
purſued by guilt, was :gitated by fear, horror, remorſe, 
and fad diſmay. He rovcd from place to place; he wander. 
ed in the deſarts, till, ſpent with tatigue, he tat down facing 
the riſing moon, and thus the voice of his de{pair diſturbed 
the peaceful ſilence that reigned over all nature: © There, 
beyond the dark hill, the moon begins her courſe, ſpread- 
ing around a iaint light. All under the ſtarry expanleim- 
bibe new life from invigorating fieep: man oniy wakes. My 
accurſed hand has driven trom his dwelling, peace and rett. 
The voice of grief and lainentation aſcends from the cot- 
tages. Tis I— tis Imiſerable! that have brought afflic- 
tion to their abodes. The cries, the groans ot my bewail- 


ing parents, rite to heaven as fo many accuſations againſt 


me. This day—tis accurſed day !—Hear it, O moon 
turn pale, and hide thy beams ! Hear it, ye ſtars, and ſet in 
darknelis !— This day the earth has drank the blood of the 
firſt ſlain, ſhed by my unnatural hand. Hencelorth with- 
hold trom me your precious influences, bright luminaries! 
Curſed on the ground I tread, baniſhed trom the cheerful 
face of man, hide me---hide me in gloomy darkneſs ! I have 
ſhed my brother's blood ! I have torn the heart of him that 
begat me! I have filled with deſpair the breaft of her who 
brought me forth, and nouriſhed my infancy ! Hide me 
irom the eyes of Nature! I have trampled on her dictates. 
I will fly fly with my mitcry, lad companion! to ſome 
deſart region, where no human tcut has marked the faded 
grails. I will dwell among rocks and precipices, where 
putrid water trickles in tears trom the {t-eps into the 
iwampy abodes ot loathiome reptiles ; where birds N Preh 

ny 
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build their neſts; where ſavage beaſts devour their bloody 
earnzge. Alas! even theſe will abhor me: they kill no bro- 
thers! Shade me, darkneſs, from the cheering {ky ! ſhade 
me, ſome horrid gloom, from the fight of every creature; 
there let me lament my cruelty; there how] out my deſpair. 
When fleep overcomes me, terrors will pretent themſelves 


tomy imagination. I {hal: behold my murdered brother 
I ſhall ſee his wounded head ! his clotted blood ! 


Thus Cain bevrailed his wretchedneſs. He ceaſed, and 
fat abandoned to mute grief. No bird of night diſturbed 
the awful ftilinets: frightened by ſounds of humanwoe, they 
had fled in filence: a gentle murmur only floated through 
the air. Again he vents his ſorrow s, and caſting his me- 
lancholy eyes around, he cries—* Pity me ye woods! 
Weep tor me, ye fiek.is | No words can deſcribe my miſery, 
and pity is due to miſcry. O Nature, arraye in beauty, 
grieve for me for me, loſt to beauty, and to nappinels, 
Mourn for me, each creature! ye ke, ye teel the effica- 
cious preſence of a gracious God, to me no longer gracious! 
I feel His wrath: I trembie at His power. He is to me 
only God the Avenger, the juſt Avenger of my brother's 
blood. For ever will it cry again me: my puniſhment is 
endle's.” He was now ſilent fer tome moments; then, 
with a deep ſigh, he fald—* I weep! Can tuch a wretch 
as 1 thed tears! Welcoine precious drops; ye atteſt to 
me that my muteries are ſoftened. 'T he c{pair which had 
tired my ſoul is changed to plain ive grief to weeping 
lorrow. Ah, flow my tears! Rece.vc them, O carth ! I 
am curſed on thy ſurlace; thou haiti + k my brother's 
blood; yet, ch receive theſe tears, tha! {icw ny unfpeak- 
able diitreſs! What new emotion! ia 15 my heart 
lottened ! My tears flow faſter—Yes, + + yes, while 
darkne's hides me from every eye, I w.i away to the 
dwellings of my afflicted parents, to poor IT rza. I will 
go to all, and once more ſee them—once more ble's them. 
Bleis them! the angry wind would diiperle the ſalutations, 
as they came from my polluted lips. Ah, tratricide, canſt 
thou pronounce a bleſſing, thyſelf accuried ? 1 will how- 
tyer,v0 and ſtrive to blels them in tuner grief. I will weep | 
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ſne ſoothed with her careſſes, his intant cries, him the firſt 
ſolace in her ſad exile; here ſhe viewed him with inex- 


the hand of the Lord have I received thee. The muderer | 


100 | THE DEATH OF ABEL. 

before them, and in the duſt deplore my guilt, and then... 
yes, then I fly for ever from their reproaching eyes. Fly 
trom thee, Mahala! I fly for ever from my children! 
Here his agony ſtifled his words, and he moved towards 
the cottages, watering with his tears the ſolitary way, 

He was now paſſing a little grove, planted by the hand 
of Abel near the ſpring. Cain then remembered that his 
brother, when he had compieted this work, had faid, with 
fond affe&tion---* Flouriſh, ye trees! ſpread wide your 
branches! May ye tor ever bloom, that, under your re. 
freſning ſhade, our deſcendants may, in affectionate con- 
verſe, relate to their offspring what they will learn from us, 
faying---** Here Eve brought forth her firſt- born. Here 


preſſible rapture. She called him Cain, faymg---** From 


paſſed by this monument of his brother's tenderneſs with 
uickened ſtep : a remorſeful ſweat covered his averted 
face : his trembling knees could ſcarce ſuſtain his weight. 
Now Cain had paſſed the terriryng grove, and drew 


near the cottages. The pale moon ſhed on them a feeble 


light through the trees, and melancholy filence reigned 
around. He caſt on the dwelling his weeping eyes ; he rail- 
ed his hands to heaven; he rung them in ſpeechlets agony, 
Conſcious guilt tore his now ſottened heart. Trembiing, | 
he ſtood amidſt the dreary fiilinz!s. At length he uttered, 
in a low voice, this impathoned ſoliloquy: How quiet 
deep affli:tion reſts here - Al, that murmur !--- Are tney 
not ſighs ?--- They came from the curttages---trom the 
dwellings come thole piercing ejaculaticns of fleeplels 
grief! Here, here, ye once chceri ul manſions, here, trem- 
bling in darknets, ſtands the wretch who has made you the 
abodes of lorrow. Here, purſued by infernal horrors ſhud- 
ders in obſcurity he w:o has chaſed from the habitations 
of thole who gave him lite, peace, joy, and every domeſtic 
ſweet. Dare Lbreath the nir through which aſcend the ſiglis 
of my mourning parents, my terrified wife, my widowed 
gitter! Dare L appar in a [pot conlecrated tojult griet! 117 
1 or. 
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for my crime !---Be gone ! pollute not the reſidence of vir- 
tue.---Yes, Igo I go far from you- But let mine eyes, 
haggared with deſpair, yet a little longer hehold your dwel- 
lings. In pity to my unſpeakable anguiſh, allow me to 
weep here yet a little longer. Sutter me to raiſe to heaven 
my bloody hands tor your happineſs. Then I go---Hail, 
hail ye--- Ah, wretch | wilt thou profane their ſacred 
names? Wilt thou pollute, with thy infected breath, titles 
that expreſs the ſofteſt ties, the moſt exalted ſenſations of 
the human heart? Oh, that, with the gluom of night, 
your diſtreſs, your terrors might leave you, to dwell in my 
wretched bolom, fit con:panions in my wanderings, on an 
earth whoſe curſe I have increated ! O that I alone could 
endure the puniſhments due to my crune! May your 
memories never be diſturbed by my horrid image. Oh 
that I myſelf could loſeall remembrance of myſelf! Dread- 
tul wiſh of extreme delolation !* Cain having thus ſpoke, _ 
remained ſtill near the cottages. He groaned, he raiſed 
his eyes to heaven; when he heard the footſteps of one 
advancing ſlowly through the gloom. A cold ſhivering, 
like the agonics of death, ſcized his limbs. He ſtrove to 
fly; but in vain he itrove: he funk down, trembling, 
without ſtrength among the buſhes. | | 

Thirza, this firſt night ot her fad widowhood, unable 
to ſleep, had quitted her lonely bed. She lett her cottage, 
and went to the grave of her huſband, where ſeating her- 
ſelt on the damp graſs, ſhe wept among the clods. She 
viewed with fized eyes the ſtarry firmanent, then turnin 
to the grave, laid Here lies all tnat made life deſirable; 
all my repole, all my joy lies under this earth, which now 
imbibes my tears. Sleep has fortaken my wearied eyelids: 
no relt remains tor me.---Flow on, flow on my tears, ye 
arc my foils contolation :- my melancholy hours ſhall be 
ſpent in bewailing thy lots, my deareſt huſband !---ſha'l 
be ſpent near thy precious remains in gloomy ſadneſs ! It 
is true, I have jecnthee—l have ſcen my beloved arrayed 
in heavenly glory: but, ah! 1 am deprived of his ſweet 
lociety, ot his tendernels, his endearing care, through 
the 1cmander of a lite of calamity and wretchednels, 

3 | In 
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In vain I tried to reſt on the conjugal couch: my ſpirits 
forſook me ; I almoſt fainted, while the tweet pledge of 
our love lay by me locked in the arms of fleep. The 
little innocent ſmiled in his guiltleſs flumbers. Alas 
he knows not yet the woes of mortals—he knows not his 
own irreparable loſs !—Ah, my infant! I deplore th 
misfortune ; for ever deprived of a tender tather, an in. 
ſtructor of thy childhocd, a guide to thy youth, and the 
friend of thy riper years. Thy wretched mother, a pr 
to keen diſtreſs, torn by heart-piercing anguiſh, wi 
want the ſtrength—will want the wiſdom to ſupply thy 
loſs. O my child, how are we bereaved ! How is ev 
comfort ravi ſhed from us |\—Horrid reftetiun !—raviſhed 
from us by the hand of a brother! Where is he? 
Where is the miterable ?!—Where has his remorſe— 
where has his deſpair driven him ?—0 Thou Infinite 
Clemency ! God Propitious ! deſpitenot my ſupplicatiom, 
turn not from my prayer, while, with unwearied fervour, 
I entreat Thee for him. Hear him, O God of Grace 
and Conſolation ! when he cries to thee from the duſt— 
when, in deep penitence and fincere contrition of heart, 
he bewails his crime, and implores Thy mercy.” 

Her agony of ſoul now ſtopt her voice: but ſoon ſhe 
cried, as ſhe raited her weeping eyes to heaven—* Bright 
ſtar of night, often haſt thou been witnels ot our chaſte en- 
dearments, when thy ſoft light illuminated our path. 
Often haſt thou been witneſs to his ſublime converſe, 
when he deſcribed the charms of virtue; the delights of 
an approving conſcience. Thou now canſt only ſhed thy 
beams on his filent grave. Buried in this duſt lies every 
human excellence : the conſoltaion, the hope, the joy of 
his weeping parents! Here fleeps to wake no more, my 
love, my lite, my huſband.” She now continued long ſilent, 
abandoned to ſpeechleſs grief. At length ſurveying the 
objects round her, ſhe fixed her melancholy eyes on the 
fragrant encloſure, where ſhe and her dear companion 
uſed to paſs their moſt delightful hours. * Ah! lovely 
bower !* ſhe cried ; © thou now art ſolitary. In vain the 
pale moon pierces thy aromatic ſhades, There, dear 
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| departed Abel! the ruddy evening {aw thee pour forth 


thy ſoul in holy rapture. The remembrance of thine 
intenſe devotion, thy fervent piety, thy humble love, has 
lighted up in my heart a ſecret fervour. I will riſe 
above this griet. The darkneſs of my foul is diſpelled 

the dear remembrance, as the riſing moon chaſes 
from the horizon the gloom of night. O my beloved! in 
yonder ſweet retreat, how has devotion animated thine 


eyes ! How wert thou raiſed above mortality, when thou, 


in the joyful exultation of thine heart, ſaidſt, . What 
an happineſs it is, my deareft Thirza, to be virtuous : 
What a privilege to be permitted to ſupplicate, to love 
Him from whom all theſe beauties are but emanations ! 
What unſpeakable felicity, to be conſcious that the an- 
gels that ſurround us approve our actions! What, my 
beloved wife, he added, taking my hand, © what delight 
is there in this beautitul creation, that can be compared 
to the conſtant aſſurance of the Divine Preſence to the 
conſciouſneis of virtue? To him who departeth not from 
his integrity, who panteth after perfection, death itſelf 
has loft many of its terrors. We know—let the ſinner 
exult in the inexpretſible mercy !—We know that it will 


only ſeparate the body from the immortal foul, which, 


when eſcaped from its priſon of earth, will wing its way 
to manſions of eternal joy. O my Thirza, © continued 
the dear departed faint,” „ if I quit wy duſt before thee, 
before thee remove to bliſs, ſhort and moderate be thy 
grief! weep not long over my periſhing clay. What 
are the days of this ſhort life, compared with eternity ! 
We ſhall meet again in the realms of purity and joy, to 
part no more. — “ Deareit Abel, © I replied, while my 
tears flowed, ** neither if I firſt leave my duſt, d thou 
give way to fruitleſs forrow : ſhed not many tears ovet 
my ſenteleſs corpſe. We ſhall, my love, be re united: 
we ſhall together enjoy everlaſting happine!s : we ſhall 
meet—QO ecitafy ! never to part more. O my foul, 
link not under thy griet! Sublime are the conſolations 
offered thee, Remember thy dignity reflect on thins 
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in the ſalvation that awaits thee ! Didſt thou periſh with 
the frail body, where would be my hope? — What could 
aſſuage my lorrow ? Well might I lament over this grave, 
well might I pray that an end were put to my wretched 
being—but—1 ſhall live for ever! I will riſe above this 
difpirited grief. Ves, my deareſt huſband ! if thy en. 
nobled foul—if thy angelic mind ſtill retains any love, 
any concern for my happine!s, thou wilt be pleaſed to 
know that thy precepts, thine example, has inſpired me 
with fortitude;-. has taught me to bear up under the uns 
avoidable afflictions of mortality. Dear angel! if thou 
{ti]] hovereſt over me, thou ſhait be witneis to my en. 
deavours to repel this tiuitlels grief: but my tears till 
flow---I cannot yet conimand my fcrrow. I mult alittle 
longer wzep en this precious duſt. I will ercet around 
the grave an harbuur of cyprels ; under the melanchol 
ſhade I will mourn my lots 3 but under it too will T con- 
template, in holy tran{purt, on the happy moment when 
I ſhall meet my beloved; when, Eke him, 1 thall be tree 
from ail impurity, all tertow, all hn, and eternally out 
of the reach of death. This raviihing proſpect will=it 
does abate ny anzutfhi. She now aroſe from the grave, 
but inſtantly cried, tinking agu in en her knees---* O hor. 
rid reflect ion, our brother murdered him! O God of 
Gcodneſs! hear my ſupplications: ſhew favour to the 
unhappy finrer ; keor him when he cries to Thee : deſtroy 
him not, O Gol! in thy wrath. Save him, O gracious 
Gcd! lave him nen eternal perditien. My petitions for 
his final happincis i}-2il atcend to Thee in the early dawn, 
I will pray tur him w.thout ceafing. Heis ftitlmy brother. 
Cam, the prey uf wild deſpair, lay tiemblüng among 


rounded by internal horrors. Leave me, ivries, leave me! 
Carry me, treinbling feet, from this scat of virtue. 1 
prolune the fucred place. Alas! I cannot fly: my ſtrength 
fails: a cold ſhivering has ſeized my limbs. Oh that 
thele were the laſt tremblings ot nature! Unhappy that! 
am, I ſuvive to fecl encreating anguiih, How her l- 
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mentations pierce my ſoul! Oh virtue, how ſublime are 


thy conſolations ! all loſt for ever loſt to me. No ho 


mains - have ſinned beyond forgiveneſs.- Ah! ſhe 

ys: ſhe prays for me- for me who have filled her heart 
with ſorrow. Unexampled goodneſs ! Ought ſhe not ra- 
ther to call down curſes on my guilty head? O torture 
her virtue, her piety heightens my deſpair. My miſeries 
are inſupportable. Not the apoſtate ſpirits in the loweſt _ 
abyſs ot hell feel more horror. Thou pray for me, 


Thirza! Thy raſh vows are all ſuperfluous. No, God 


will not hear thy prayers---he is juit. Now ſhe retires 
from the grave of her huſband, murdered by my hand. 
Dare I tread the ſame path? Dare I weep on the traces 
made by her feet? No- - Retire, barbarous fratricide ! 
Retire, bloody murderer, from the ſanctified ſpot ! Fly, 
wretch, fly!' Having thus ſpoke, he walked with haſty 
ſteps ; but ſuddenly (topping, he cried, © O Mahala ! how 
can I leave thee! How can I leave for ever O my chil- 
dren! I will in the duſt deplore my crime before you 
betore thee Mahala. Perhaps thou now ſheddeſt tears 
of compaſſion ivr my miſery perhaps thon wilt bleſs me 
ſtill, But what do I ſay? Curſed of God, who will 
dare to blets me? No, hate me, curſe me, I deſerve it 
---then I Hy, abhorred of all, loaded with the curſe of 
God, and of all nature. Miſery extreme! anguiſh in- 
lupportable! I have no power to fly. I come, I come, 
my deareſt wife, to mourn before thee my guilt and 
wretchedneſs, I will weep at thy feet---I will implore 
thee to forgive my having chaſed peace from thine heart, 
and filled my days with forrow. Then---yes, then--- 
I 9 from thee Mahala---I fly from you my children. 
ain now paſſed at a diſtance from the grave, and ad- 
varced towards his cottage. He frequently ſtopped as 
urelolute. At length he came to his dwelling; but 
ſtood long without, pale and trembling. Then, with 
tottering and: heſitating ſtep, he paſſed the threſhold. 
Mahala was ſitting on her tolitary bed. Her infants were 
cryngroundher. At the ſighitof her huſband ſhe gaveaheart- 
piercing ſhriek, and fell on the bed fenſcle!s. The ter- 
| | rified 
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rified infants graſped the knees of Cain, crying---*O 
father, help our dear mother. She is faint—-ſhe is i 
with weeping for Avel---He is dead---Adam has put 
him in the ground, and covered him with duſt. Why wa 
you ſo long a coming home? You have worked a | 
while. Dear father, comfort our mother. Overcome 
by the conflict of his various paſſions, Cain could 
no anſwer to the little innocents. He embraced them; 
he hugged them in his arms, while his tears ran on their 
faces. Then, unable to tupport his anguiſh, he tell on 
the earth, at the feet of his wife. The children now re. 
doubled their cries, which awakened Mahala from her 
ſwoon. She abe her weeping 9 huiband d on the earth 0 
Cain! Cain!” ſhe cricd in a voice of deſpair, tearing her 
dithevelied locks.—* Mahaln,' interrupt ted Cain, © me 
dear Mahala! torgive m hg ion the murderer of thy 
brother | This once allow me to weep betore thee—this 


ONc-: : me caſt myſelf in the duſt at thy feet. Ah!l 
com ure thee to grant me this feeble conſolation this lat. 


hope of a mijery that has no equal—only abſtain from 
curſing me! Curie me not, O Mahala! I come todeplore 
before thee my milery and guilt :—then I fly far from 
thee forever. I will hide me in the detarts. Curied of 


God, followed by his wrath, I fly. O curſe me not! 


curſe not thy wretched huſband !” 


„Ah! Cain!” ſhe replied, penetr ated with the tendereſt 


compaſſion, though thou hait killed the beſt of brothers, 
though thou haſt leaped incxpreſſible miſeries on my 
vreiched head, vet I forget not that thou art ſtill my 
huſband. I picy I weep tor thee.' Cain anſwered, caſting 
on her a look of tend-rncls --*Fatal moment, when nt eam 
from hell deceived me! Thel little ones appeared beiore 
me ſlaves to the tons of Abel. To ſave them from mi- 
ferv and bondage, I killed him---Curted moment! 1 
murdered the bit of brothers, and the bloody deed will 
tor ever haunt my mind, and Ai it with infernal horrors. 


My puniſhment is eternal. Yet, O Mahala! I would 
cicape thy curſes. Curie me not, n de areſt wife !--- 
Curie me not is my mier! This hour I fly---I quit 


thee 
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thee for ever quit ye for ever my beloved children |! 
I fly from ye curſed by God and man. : . 

The children lamented round him. They raiſed their 
innocent heads in agony. Mahala funk on the earth, and 
reclined on her huſband. * Receive theſe tears—receive 
theſe expreſſions of my ſincere forgiveneſs and compaſſion! 
the laid, while ſhe wept over him.—* Doſt thou fly Cain? 
Doſt thou fly to the Kart regions? How can I dwell 
here, while thou art iolitary and abandoned ?—while thou 
art miſerable far from me? No, Cain, I fly with thee. 
How can I ſuffer thee to be deititute of all relief in the 
deſarts. What cruel inquietudes would torment me 
Every breeze I heard would fill me with terror,” Per- 
haps he is now,” I ſhould ſay to myſelf—“ perhaps he 
is at this inſtant in the agonies of death, without ſuc- 
cour in ſome barren wild. She was ſilent, and Cain, 
with a look of aſtoniſhment, cried—* What do I hear! 
Is it thou, Mahala—is it thou thyſelf, or does a dream 
again deceive me ? It is it is my dear, my virtuous 
wite! Thy words, Mahala---thy conſoling words have 
lottened thy deipair. Thoudoſt not hate me thou doſt 
not curie me! It is enough. No, thou courageous, thou 
affectionate wiſe! thou ſhalt never ſhare in the puniſh- 
ment due to my horrid crime thou ſhalt not ſuffer for 
me the chaſtitements of heaven. Remain in this abode 
lanctified by virtue, where dwelleth the divine benedic- 
tion. I will not render thee miſcrable. Forget me, 
Mahala forget thy wretched huſband. Abandoned by 
God, I ſhall wander without place of reſt; but may 
thou be happy—may thou be bleſt. —“ No, Cain; it 
thou art miſerable, I cannot here be happy,” replied Ma- 
hala. I fly with thee—with thee I wander—1 will be 


delolate with thee---I go with thee to the deſart regions. 
Our children ſhall go with us. 


gO \ I will there ſhare thy 
miſery : I will try to affuage it: I will mix my tears of 
compaſlion with thy tears of penitence. I will kneel 
by thy fide. My prayers ſhall aſcend to heaven with 
thine. Our children, proftrate round ve, ſhall join 
their voices Will! urs. God will not diidain the peni- 
tent 
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tent ſinner. I fly with thee, Cain. Without ceafing 
we will pray—without ceaſing we will mourn before 

till a ray of His grace il lumines thy benighted foul, and 
juſtifies our — in His mercy. Hope in God 
Cain! He will hear the prayer of the penitent ſinner.” 

O thou, cried Cain, by what name ſhall I call thee? 
Thou art to me as a gracious angel! A beam of divine 
conſolation has darted into the obſcurĩity of my foul! O 
Mahala! O my wife! now I dare embrace thee. O that 
J could make thee ſenſible of what 1 feel! but words 
cannot expreis my gratitude- cannot expreſs che tender 
emotions of my heart.. At theſe words he preſſed her 
to his breaft ; then embraced his children: but ſoon re. 
turned to his wife, and again claiped her to his heart. 

Now this tender mother, this heroic wife, foothed 
her infants, and wiped away their tears. She tock her 
youngeſt child to her breaſt, another little one held 
the hand of his father, while Eliel and Joſiah, full of 
life and gaiety, tripped before them. They left their 
cottage. Mahala, with weeping eyes, beheld the dwell. 

ing of her parents, and of Thirza. he bleſt, be bleſt, 
ſaid ſhe, © O defolate family, whom I abandon. Soon 
will I return from the place of our habitation, to ſuppli- 
cate your blefſings for me---for my dear, my penitent 
huſband. I will ſolicit for him a pardon.* She now 
went as irreſolute, when inſtantly exhalations, more bal. 
ſamic than are breathed from all the flowers of ſpring, 
furrounded the fugitives, and the voice of an ini 
angel from over their heads, ſaid - Go, generous wife. 
I will in a dream inform thy tender mother of thine be- 
roic courage; I will tell her, thou art gone with thy 
penitent huſband, to implore mercy for him from the | 
fovereign judge. 

They now walked by the light of the nocturnal ſtar. 
They loſt ſight of the dwellings, and advanced into the 
defart regions, where had never been imprinted the foot 


of man. 
THE END, 
IN 


